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Sir John Freeman, , Mr. Walker, 
Weltord, | Mr. Hulett. 
Timothy Stitch, Mr. Laguerre. 
Gaffer Gabble, Mr. Hall. 
Ploughſhare, Mr. Salway. 
Jonathan, Mr. Hippeſley. 
Sexton, Mr. Ray. 
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WOMEN. 

Silvia, Mrs. Cantrel. A ( 
Dorothy Stitch, r 
Lettice Stitch, Mrs. Vincent, 4A 
Goody Buſy, Mrs. Martin; 
Goody Gabble, Mrs. Rice, 
Goody Coſtive, Mrs. Forreſter, 
Betty, | Mrs. Egleton. 


| 1 1 . ſure, behe 
Hopes anc 


N 
2 OR, THE 
COUNTRY BURIAL. 
A CT 1: $0 B-NiB-i1.. 
A Room in Welford's Houſe. 


WeL#xo0OR p. 


ow, now's the very Criſis of our Fate. 
DG — On this important Hour depends the 
Happineſs, or Ruin, of my dear and on- 
II ly Child, and all my future Peace... 
Why am l thus alarm'd! The Event muſt 

ſure be happy! | have long, with Plea- 
ſure, beheld their mutual Love. — The end of all my 
Hopes and Fears is near — This happy Marriage will 

B reſtore 


2 l Ur, . 
-reſtore my long-loſt Peace of Mind, — After Mar- 
riage, ſhow'd he prove falſe, or unkind what Means 
are left — what Power on Earth can do her Juſtice 
then! — Now my Pains return! thus ſoy and Anguiſh 
alternately. poſſeſs my Breaſt, as Hope or Fear prevails. 5 


AIR I. Since all the World's in Strife. 
The Man, by Foes ſurrounded, 
Whilſt with himſelf at Peace, 
Dauntleſs, and unconfounded, 
Beholds their Rage increaſe, 
But oh ! the torturing Pain, 
That racks his Heart and Brain, 
Who, hourly with himſelf at War, | 
The Foe does in his.Boſom bear! ) 
Shall this Tempeſt in my Breaſl | 
E*er ceaſe, and I have Reſt 
Eier ceaſe, and I have Reft ? 


SCENE II. Welford, and Jonathan. 


Jonathan, Sir John tarries long. h | 

Jon. That is not to be wender'd at, when he is in 
ſuch good Company. I know my Maſter never thinks 
himſelf ſo happy, as when he is with your fair Daughs | 
ter. 
Welf. Jonathan, I have obſerv'd, of all Sir John's 
* Servants, that you, who, indeed, ſeem beſt to deſerve - 
it, have the greateſt ſhare in his Confidence and Fa- 
vour : Now you are not ignorant of my Friendſhip 
for your Maſter, nor of his Pretenſions of Love to 
my Silvia; both which muſt intereſt me nearly in e- 
very thing that relates ro him. I have lately heard 
ſome Refle&ions on his Conduct, that much alarm me. 
'You, if you will, can ſatisfy my Doubts, without Pre- 
judice to your own Fidelity, or your Maſter's Ho- 
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Vn. Ay, dear Sir, I know that any Diſcoveries, 
which I night make to you, wou'd be as ſafe as in 


my own Bolom, and all t 
om, wou'd be to improve em, if poſſible, to my Ma- 


#!ter's Advantage, and not at all to my Prejudice. 


V hat a wicked, cenſorious World do we live in! My 


Maſter is certainly the moſt virtuous, ſober, modeſt: 
Gentleman in the Country; and, to ſay Truth, we are 


a mighty regular Family. For my part, 1 am daily 
edify d by by good Example. ; 


Welf. This Fellow -mocks me. [Aſide.] The Buſi- 
neſs of my Farm, and the Care of my Flocks call me 
hence. Farewel. My beſt Reſpects and Service ta 


ir John. 


8 CEN E III. Jonathan. 


Ha, ha, ha! a pretty Jeſt truly! diſcover my Ma- 
for keeping em. 


AIR II. Gami'orum. 


j 
-4 


a The Servant that betrays his Truſt, 
£3 Who's imploy'd in ſearch of Beauty, 
| To his Maſler and himſelf unjuſt, 
g Has neither Senſe nor Duty. 
>| Prieſts and Lawyers, by the Throng, _ 
* | Are well paid for their Pratling ; 
What Fool then wou'd uſe his Tongue, 
D | Who loſes by his Tatling. 
«| Gami=='orum, &. [Exit Singing: 
d - 
e. 
1 
d* [B. a. SCENE. 


e Uſe you wou'd make of 


ſter's Secrets for nothing! when I'm fo well paid 
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Another Room in Welſord's Honſe. 


Sir John Freeman, and Silvia. 


Sil. Urge me no farther— I have ſaid too much. } - 
How have you drawn from me the fond Confeſſion? 

Sir John. Meerly to fay you wou'd obey your Fa- 
ther! is that too much to pay whole Years ſpent 1n | 


Adoration ot your Charms! 
Sil. What can you ask, or what can 1 ſay more? 
Sir John. Can ardent Love be fatisfy'd with Duty? 


You might have ſaid as much to any other Man, Who 
fhou'd have gain'd your Father's Approbation. You * 
have not yet, my charming Fair, confefs'd you love. 


Sil. Why will you preſs me to paſs the Bounds of 


Modeſty and Prudence? you know my Father does 


not force my Will, 


Sir John. Why then this needleſs Caution and Re- 


ſerve? your eruel Coldnefs chills me to the Heart. 


You never felt Love's animating Fire; ſome other Mo- 


tive, in which Love has no part, muſt influence you 
to admit of my Addrefles. 


sil. Your Suſpicions are as groundleſs as unkind. | 
There may be Men falſe, deſigning, cruel and unjuſt, * 


Who court and flatter only to deceive: wou'd it be 
therefore juſt to charge the Crimes of ſome on all? 


and, for your conſtant Love, Truth and Sincerity, re. 
turn your Doubts, Suſpicions and unjuſt Repreaches? | 


There may be Women too, who, for Wealth or Power, 

wou'd give their Hands where they refuſe their Hearts, 
If you think me ſuch a one, for my fake, and your 
own, deſiſt at once: for Love, that is not founded on 
— can never yield true Satisfaction, or continue 
Ong. N 
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Sir John. Pardon, my deareſt Silvia, a Fault, caus'd 


= enly by Exceſs of Love — Thou art ſo great a Blef. 
fing, twere Preſumption to be too ſecure. Long we 
* ſuſpet, and hardly are convinc'd that the I reaſure, 

on which our Happineſs depends, ſhall ever be at- 


tain'd. But now my Fears are huſht, and all my Doubts - 


| are fled. 


AIR III. Blithe Jockey young and gay. 
Sweet are the Joys of Love, | 
When Doubts and Fears are paſt: - 
Sil. Virtue does Love improve; 
Truth makes it ever laſt. 
Sir John. All Virtues in thee ſhine, 
Sil, Whateer I am is thine. 
| Both Hearts, thus united, prove © 
Earth has no Joy like Love, + 


Sir John. When Love's fincere and conſtant, how 
does it bleſs and how improve Mankind ? yet, ambi- 
rious Stateſmen, and fooliſh medling Prieſts, wou'd 
bind in Fetters the noble free-born Paſſion. Vain At- 
tempt! — Marriage ner yet kindled a mutual Flame, 
where it was not, but often has extinguiſh'd it where 
it was; Love is its ſelf its own Security, and needs no 
other Bonds. 

Sil. This idle Talk, this common; place Raillery on 
Marriage, I think, at any Time is beſt omitted; bur 
ſure, Sir John, tis moſt improper now. You can't 
expect that a Maid, who is not weary of her Condi - 
tion, will take upon her the Defence of a Cauſe in 
which ſhe is not concern'd : yet, to pleaſure you, 
who, I preſume, delight to hear me talk, tho? I there - 
by diſcover my own Simplicity, this 1 will fay, the 
World owes its Order, Kingdoms their peaceful regu- 


lar Succeſſion, and private Families ĩheir domeſtick - 
Happineſs to Marriage. | 
| ä & 


6 B&G Y 14A; at 

Sir J.hn. The Prejudice of Education only makes 
you reaſon thus. I muſt inſtru& you beiter. 
Sil. Sir John, I underſtand you not 

Sir F-hn. You {hall joyn with me, by our Example 
ro convince the World, that Love can ſubſiſt without 
the Marriage Tye. | | 

Sil. Sir John Freeman, I have known you long, 
bred up under one Roof from Infancy together. IL 
don't remember when l knew you not. The innocent 
Friendſhip, contracted in our Childhood, in you im- 
prov'd to Love, or you have been a thouſand Times 
forſworn If l have been deceiv'd, when may a Vir- 
gin ſafely believe a Man? 1 wou'd not wrong your 


Honour by unjuſt Suſpicions, —bur if you have abusg*d | 


M1 Cn 


Sir John. If I love thee not, or if I ever ceaſe to | 
love thee, may | become the moſt wretched and moſt * 


accurſt of Men. — May | 
Sil. Imprecate no more. Wave this Diſcourſe, and 
J am ſatisfy d. 
sir John. Tis time, my Silvia, to compleat our 


Joys. [Takes her by the Hand.] You muſt now quit 


your Father's humble Roof, and ſhine with me. My 


Wealth, great as it is, ſhall be ex hauſted to ſupport | 
thy Pleaſures. Love, only Love, ſhall be the Prieft to 
joyn us. Enjoyment ſhall be our Marriage: [SY 


Hrugęles.] Each Day I ſhall a happy Bridegroom be, 
and you a Bride. Mahomet's Paradiſe ſhall be verify'd 
in us; and all our long Lives ſhall be but one continu'd 
Tranſport. 


i. Let go my Hand. 


Sir John. And leſt you ſhou'd think I mean to de- 
eeive and to forſake you, no proud Heireſs, that brings 


a Province for her Portion, ſhall be joyntur'd as you 
mall be. Half my Eftate ſhall be ſettled on thee. 

Sil. With brutal Force to compel me to hear thy ha- 
ied Propoſals, is ſuch Inſolence. — Thy Breath is blaſt 
ing, and thy Touch infectious. Oh that my Strength 
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was equal to my indignation ! I'd give my Hand a 
KRanſom for my Body. [ Breaks from him. 


Vir John. Stay, my charming angry Fair, and hear 
me ſpeak. 


Sil. Wou'd J had never heard you. Oh that twere 


2 poſſible to ily where I might never hear the Voice of 
Mankind more! — What, ler a Price on my Immor- 
tal Soul and ſpotleſs ame? Know, thou ungenerous 
Man, I ne'er was influenced by thy Wealth to hearken 
to thy Vows; for notwithſtanding. my humble Birth 
and Fortune, | ever ſcorn'd Riches, when compar'd 
to Love, as now I do Love and Thee, compar'd to Vir- 
tue. She, who capitulates on Terms like theſe, confeſ- 
ſes an Equivalent may be had for Innocence and Fame, 
and thereby forfeits both. | 


AIR IV. Tweed Side; 


By our Weakneſs we help the Deceit, 
If our Virtue we ballance with Gold. 
hen Diſhonour's gropos'd, if we treat, 
Mere to Ruin and Infamy ſold. 
The Bird, that beholds the Snares laid, 
Tet preſumptuouſly plays. with the Bait, YZ 
Zy its Raſhneſs and Folly. betray'd, 
Repents, and grows wiſer 100 late. 


A 


SCENE v. Sir John Freeman: 


Sir John. Jonathan, 


SCENE VI. Sir John Freeman, and 
| Jonathan. | _ 


Jon. Sir, ' 


Sir John. Order the Groom to bring the Horſes ts 
the Gate, ITE 


SCENE 


? SILVIA; Or, 
$SGENE VII. Sir John Freeman. 


J have made a bold, but unſucceſsful Attempt, and by 
it, perhaps, have loſt her for ever — perhaps not, — 
I wou'd fain ſee her once more, methinks.— And 
yet there is but little likelihood of our coming to an 
Agreement. I am reſoly'd never to marry; and ſhe 
feems as much reſolv'd never to comply without it, 
Whatever is the Meaning of it, I find my ſelf more a- 
ſham'd than angry at the Diſappointment. Tho? tis 
certain that I never did, nor ever can, love any other 
Woman half ſo well. I feel a ſtrange Palpitation here! 


[Sighing.] I am not ſure that I don't like her the ber- 


ter for refuſing me. — I am ſure of nothing — bur 
that I won't marry -I muſt e' en have Recourſe to the 


general Remedy in theſe Caſes, a leſs ſcrupulous Fe- 


male. For tho' that won't remove the Cauſe, yet it 
is an admirable Opiate, and relieves the Symptoms to 
a Miracle. | 


AIR V. Charming 73 your Face, 
Wounded by the ſcornſul Fair, 
Since ſhe dooms me to Deſpair, 
Let me fly to ſeek for Re 
On ſome ſofter gentler Breaſt, * 
Whoſe free Soul no Forms enſia ve, 
But kindly heals the Wounds ſhe gave; 


SCENE VIII. 4 Country Village. 
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The Funeral, attended byTimothy Stitch as chief Mourn: | 
er, Lettice, Ploughſhare, Gaffer Gabble, Goody Bu- 


, Goody Gabblc, Goody Coltive, Or. eraſes the | 
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Sex, A very pretty Fancy this of being buried in her 
Cloaths. If it were once a Faſhion, a Sexton might 
get as much as an Overſeer of the Poor. Every Man 


is for making the moſt of his Place. But then there 
is no Compariſon between ſtarving the Living and rob- 
bing the Dead, for what ſhowd dead Folks do with 
Cloaths? — Bur the Truth of it is, in theſe healthy 


Countries the Poor live · ſo ſhamefully long, thar-Pariſh- 


Officers get little now, beſide good Eating and Drink- 


ing. — But I have heard that formerly ſuch as were 
paſt their Labour, uſed to be provided for at the-Ex- 


ence of the Sheriff, — for then, if Perſons were kke· 


ly to become chargeable to the Pariſh, the whole 


Neighbourhood word ſwear that they were Witches 
or Wizards; and fo they were decently hang'd up, to 
Z ſave Charges. — But in London, and other your great 
2 Towns, an induſtrious Man of my Buſineſs may make 
a good Penny of it ſtill, — for there they ſteal Bodies 
and all, but here we're forc'd to let them rot in their 
Graves, becauſe we can't tell what elſe to do with 


them. 


AIR VI. There was a jovial Beggar· Man. 


Strange Tales ſome lying Travellers tell, 
How Men on Men have fed; 
Of publick Shambles, where they fel 
For Food their Friends when dead. 
The Moral of the Fable. thus 3 Oe | 
Men, that are wiſe, unfold ; 
No Matter ſo you fill your Purſe, 
Tho Living and Dead be ſold, 


SCENE IX: 4 Church-yard. 


' & Dorothy Stitch in the Grave; Timothy Stitch, Plough- 


ſhare, Gaffer Gabble, Lettice, Goody Buſy; Goody 
Gabble, Goody Coſtive, Sexton, c 


AIR 


b 
[ 


©» SILVIA; o, 


AIR VII. Bell Chimes. 
Tim. Neighboars all, behold with Sorrow; 
Whereunts we all muſt come; 
As ſhe to-day, ſo we to-morrow 
May arrive at our long Home. 


G. Buſy. Ah, poor Dorothy Stitch ! Reſt her Soul! 
She was the handſomeſt Woman in. all our Pariſh. 


But —_— is but Skin deep, as the Saying is; and you 
1 | 


ſee, Neighbours, what we muſt all come to. 
Tim, Oh, my dear Wife! my dear Wife! 
Let. Oh, my dear Mother : my dear Mother ! 


Plou. Don't cry ſo, Lettice; you'll ſpoil your pretty | 


Face. . 
Let. What's that to you? 
Plou. Tis very well, Mrs. Lertice Stitch ! 


Let. So it is, Mr. Ned Ploughſhare. 1 ben't afraid 


of your telling my Mother now. [Goes from him. 
G. Buſy. Good Timothy Stitch, don't take on fo. 


We did not all come together, nor muſt we all go to- 


gether; and our Loſs is her Gain, as we all know, 
Neighbours. 


 Omn. Ay, ay, to be ſure. 


G. Buſy. Since we muſt live by the Living, and not 


by the Dead, you ought to thank Heaven, and be con- 
tented, | 


AIR VIII. Oh, oh, Tye loſt my Love. 
Tim. Whom cruel Death does ſever ; Num, hum. 


Dreadful Thought ! they part for ever. Num, hum. 
G. Buſ. Yet herein ſtill Fortune kind is, Fara-lall. 


When one's gone, more left behind is, Tara-lall. 


A poor Woman, who has loſt one Husband, and is un- 
provided of another, has, indeed, Cauſe enough of Grief, 
For tho' ſhe be ever ſo much afraid to lye alone, fhe 
can't, for very Shame, ask a Man to be her Bed-fellow. 
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6. Gab. Ay, ay, *tis very true, Goody Baſy; tho? tis, 
indeed, a very hard Caſe, But Neighbour Stiteh, here, 
need but ask and have. | 
7 GG. Buſy. She is in the right of it. Timothy Stitch, 
we all know what a good Husband you was to your 
7 laſt Wife. Here's Goody Coſtive herſelf is a Widow. 
But I ſay no more; ſpare to ſpeak, and ſpare to ſpeed, 


all the World over. 

5 A IR IX. John of Bows | 
il Plou. While you neglect the Living, 
1 For the Dead thus grieving, 


? Your Sorrows are encrea; d. 
i J0% to ſlight for . 
* Fondly thus ts languiſh, 
1s faſting at a Feaſt. 
You. well deſerve 
| l Io pine and ſfiarve, 3 
8 "Who eat not when you may: 
Fach Woman right, 
Or dull, or bright, 
| Can give Delight; 
» For, in the Night, 
Sure ev'ry Cat is Grey. 


Iim. How cou'd you name another Wife to me? 
Where ſhall I find another like my Firſt? Twenty 
Winters did we live in Love together, and never quar- 
rell'd once in all our Lives. 
3 G. Buſy. What he fays is very true, Neighbours; 
but he may thank himſelf for that. For let her ſay or 
n. do whatever ſhe wou'd, he wou'd never quarrel with 
her. Not but that the Woman was a very good Wo- 
man in the main. 
Omn. Yes, yes; a very good Woman in the main. 
G. Gab. Tho' I can't but ſay ſne had an ugly way 
f. vith her, of abuſing every Body. . 
ne 6. Coft. Ay, ay; we all know that ſhe was the 
a | greateſt 


12 SILVIA; Or, 3 
greateſt Scold in the Pariſh. oh 
G. Gab. And that ſhe ſwore like a Trooper. The 
G. Coſt. And then ſhe wou'd run in every Body% the 5 
Debt, arid pay no Body, by her Good-will; ——as if Tir 
ſne had been a Gentlewoman. of th; 
. Buſy. Yer, for all that, the Woman was a good Neig! 
Woman in the main. 0 you 
Omn. O yes! a very good Woman in the main. 1.64 
G. Buſy. Tho ſhe was Proud. | Nigh 
G. Gab. And Lazy. ract 


G. Cofl. And Thieviſh. i 16. 
1 Wom. And Impudent. | him f 
2 Wem. And Whoxiſh. | | = Th 
.3 Wom. Bur, above all, a ſad Drunkard. here 


G. Gab. Ah, poor Creature! that was her Death; fore, 
for we all know ſhe died. in her Drink. elf. 
G. Coſt. Ah, poor Soul! we all lov'd her, to be 
ſure; and wou'd not ſpeak any Harm of her for the 
World. I 2 5 i 
G. Buſy. Oh, no! to be ſure; for it wou'd be a wic - Ga 
ked thing of us to ſpeak Ill of the Dead, that cannot G. 
anſwer for themſelves. Tir 
Gaff. Gab. O yes; a very wicked thing, to be ſure. Gat 
Tho? they do ſay it is all the Falnion in. London; the G. 


more Shame for em, | think. ** 
AIR X. Hunt the Squirrel. F 

C. Buſy. The Gentlefolks of London, 8. 

Infamy ſcattering,  Eftayh 

Neighbours beſpattering, Fare ſc 

Care not who are undone, while 

But blaſt both Living and Dead. 3 2” 

"GaE. Gab. On bigh and low will t 

| They Scandal throw: - 80, n 

Won d you the Reaſon find: made 

Tig, cauſe they fear recove 

Themſelves appear told n 

Heart 
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| The Moon is riſing, 'tis time to be going home, Let 

ly% the Sexton fill up the Grave. 

s if . Tim. Let the Grave remain uncover'd; I'll take care 
pf that; for here 1 mean to tarry 'till the Morning. 


ood Neighbours, | thank you all: Adieu,-l wiſh you well 


to your ſeveral Homes.—Good Night. 

 Gaff. Gab. Stay here in the cold Church yard all 

Night, with thy dead Wife! Why, you are di- 

ſtracted, ſurely. | 

68. Gab. if he been't, that were enough to make 

him fo. 

” Tim. Nay, never go about to perſuade me, for 
here I will ſtay, come Life, come Death. There 

34 ore, Neighbours, all go home, and leave me to my 


elf. 
AIR XI. Hey hol who's above? 


Gaff. Gab. Hey ho! the Man is mad ! 

S6. Buly. Troth, if he is not, he's as bad. 
wic · Gaft. Gab. Thow'lt dye, e're Morning, too 1 fear. 
nnot G. Buly. Leaveoff thy Fooling, and don't ſtay here. 


_ Tim. No, no. 
re. Gaff. Gab. 
che S. Buſy. Why, why t 
$ Tim, d rather ſtay here with my Dolly, and 


dye. 


S8. Buſy. This is the ſtrangeſt Vagary, to pretend to 
ſtay here with his Wife, when ſhe's dead; when there 
| Rare fo few Men who care for their Wives Company, 
while they are alive! 
Tim. My Reſolution may ſeem ſtranger than it is; l 
will therefore tell you the Reaſon of ir. Some time a- 
go, my Wife was very fick (that curled Ganeva often 
made her ſo) then 1 fell ſick with Grief; but the ſoon 
recovering, I recover'd too. On this Occaſion, ſhe 
told me, if I dy'd firſt, that ſhe ſhou'd break her 
cart. Let, ſhe is dead, and I, hard hearted and un - 
The gratcful Wretch, am here _ to ſpeak it, 


G. Buſy. 


n 


IS VIA, 1 
G. Buſy. Poor Heart! he weeps like any rainy Day. 5 


Tet 

But, good Timothy, go on with your Tale. | G. 
Tim. Let me but dry my Eyes, and then I will. Ga 
She ſaid that The had heard of People that had been G. 
| 


buried alive, and being troubled wich Fits, thought, 
perhaps, that might be qher Cate. 16. 
G. Coſt. Ay, ay; we all know what ſort of Firs ſhe Trou 
was troubled withal—- But, Mum for that. [A ſide. 6. 
Tim. And deſir'd me, if I out liv'd her, to let her be than 
buried in ker beſt Cloaths, and-to watch the Grave the G. 


: zirſt Night all alone, nor to ler the Body be cover'd % 6. 
| | *till the Morning. 1 promis'd to grant her Requeſt, ® On 
| and now will keep my Word. Nay, tho' the Ghoſts Þ G. 
( of all thoſc whoſe Bodies ha ve been buried here, ſhould wife, 
riſe. to drive me hence, I weu'd not leave the Place the P 
*ull Morning. 6. 


G. Buſy. O terrible! I ſhake like an old Barn in a ; 
windy Day, to hear him talk of it. | l 


oo!s 


1 
a 


* 

Wife. 
AR XII. Oh that I was, and I wiſh that I were. WW or, 
Tim. Darkneſs and Death no Fear alarms, perfo 
In them who Light and Life deſpiſe. his P. 

Will Life reſtore her to my Arms, J. G. 

Or Light reveal her to my Eyes? him. 

Then Oh, that I were, and I wiſh that I were, On 
; In the cold Grave where my true Love lies, Good 
| Le. 

G. Gab. This 45 downright Madneſs. with 


Gaff. Gab. And we ſhall be as mad as he, to let him T1 
have his Will. Therefore, ſince Perſuaſion won't do, | 


Force muſt. Pl, 
Omn. Ay, ay; let us carry him home by Force. ſure. 
Gaff. Gab. Here, ſome of you help to hold him, (e 

while others fill up the Grave. ſay tc 


Tim. Hold, hold, Neiglibours, and hear me ſpeak: 
If you fill up the Grave, and force me hence before I Wl wa) 
have perform'd my Promiſe, I will never cat, drink, H: oul 
or ſleep more, 


Let. 
= _ 
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Tet. Oh dear! why that will be the Death of him. 
G. Coſt. To be ſure. : 

ll. 64). Gab. Nay, then I Il have no Hand in it. 
6. Gab. Nor bk. | 4 
G: Coſt. Nor l. | 4 


= 
c * * 
; N 6 DL. WIS. 7 
2. 2 10 * — . * ws 
— On 2 — <7 hn ee 
* 


ty 

6. Buſy. Perhaps we may bring our ſelves into 
he Trouble about it. | 4 
le. G6. Gab. I think we are in a worſe Quandary now 'q 
be than we were before. | 
he 6. Coft. What muſt we do in this Caſe? 
r'd . G. Buſy. Pray you now hear me ſpeak. | 
ſt, % Omn. Ay, ay, let us hear Goody Buſy ſpeak. 
ſts G. Coſt. Ay, ay, ſhe's a notable Woman, and a Mid- 
uld wife, and knows what's fit, as well as any Woman in 
ace the Pariſh. 

6. Buſy. I ſay it is dangerous playing with edg'd: 
n 2 Tools and we ought to do as we would be done 

by and it is ill medling between a Maa and his 

Wife. And every honeſt Man is as good as his- 
re. Word. And the Will ot the Dead ought to be 


performed. Therefore, let us leave him to keep 
his Promiſe to his Wife. 

* G. Coſt. Ah, dear Heart! there are not many like 
him. More is the Pity. 


vere; Omn. Good Night, Timothy. Heaven preſerve you! 
i Good Night. | 
let. O my dear Father! my dear Father! let me ſtay 
with you. 
him Tim. No body ſhall: ſtay with me; Lertire, be a 
t do, Ya good Girl, and go home. | Kiſſes her. 
, Plough. Come, you will let me lead you home, 
e. ure. | 


him, let. No ſure, but I won't. I' have nothing to- 

Way to you, ner ſhall you have any thing to do with. 
peak: me. My Father won't make me marry you, for he 
fore I Wl ways -uy'd to fay that it was pity a good-natur'd Girl 
drink, fl. ould be forc'd, | 


Let. 


C 2 AIR 


* 


— — 


aw Tre... 
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AIR XIII. The Bells ſhall ring. 


Gaff. Gab. The Fair and Young, who ſigh alone, 


Tet are ſtill denying, 
Were Husbands all ſo conſtant grown, 
Wou'd be more complying. 
S. Buſy, Priſs, Cis, Sue, Marg'ry and Nan, 
| In the Morning early, 
With us ſhall come, to cheer the Man, 
Who lov'd his Wife ſincerely. 
Cho, The Bells muſt ring, 
| And the Clerk muſt ſing, 


And the good old Wives muſi wind ts, 


You and 1, 
And all muſt dye, 
And leave this World behind us. 


SCENE X. Timothy. 


Nou from the Fields the Labourers homeward go; 
each one to kiſs his Wife, with ſweet Content. AZ 
good warm Supper, and a loving Spouſe, make his 
Houte bleſt as mine, while Dolly Rd. My Houſe 1 
now like the forſaken Barn, where the blind Howley 
The open Air, cold Ground, 


perchecs all the Day 
on Which I fit, with none to talk to bur the ſpeechleſ 
Dead, is all my Comfort now. | hate my own warm 


Thatch, Flock bed and Neighbour's Chat, finee Dolly. 
the Flower of all my Toys, is gone. „Oh, how 


wretched is the State of Man! 


AIR XIV. The State of Man. 
A feeble Life, with Pain began, | 
Expos'd to great and numerous Moes: 
Such is the Inſant State of Man, | 
And with his Strength his Sorrow grows. 
Till his ſhort yet tedious Glaſs be run; 


Then ke ends with Grief, who with Pain begun. | 
; Dol. 


* 


— 
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pol. Oh! [Groans in the Grade. 
2 Tim. Mercy on me! — what Noiſe was that! 
E 4 Sure I heard lomething. — think | did - perhaps I 
may hear it again — No no — nothing at all. — All 
is ſtill — It was only my Fancy. I return to my 


5 Poſt.— [Dolly upright in the Grave.] O dear, O dear! 

7 what can be the meaning of this ! why do-you ffight- 
den a body, o? — Was | not a good Husband to you 
„ 4 while living, and am l not performing my Promiſe 


to you now you are Dead Why don't you lye ſill 
in your Grave? — What is' you'd have? 
ö Dol. Hickup — Not a Drop more, — if you love 
ns, of ſe 3 
Im. It Move — and Talks! — What wilt become 
of me? 
Dol. Pm very cold - Where am I? — Sure this is 
a Church-yard.— This is a Grave too. — How came 
1 here: ä 8 
1:m. O dear, O dear! 


| 803M our. 


4 a Tim. No, I thank you; you are Dead, and a Grave 

e hi zs the fineſt Place for you. 

uſe 1 Dol. I don't believe that. Tow came ! dead! 
wie Tim. Why you dy'd w.th Drinking, and was bu- 

und ried 'ro-night. 
chleſ Doll. 1 don't know any thing of the Matter; bus; if 
Dolly | I: was dead, I am alive again. 


Tim. | wiſh'yon were. : 

Doll. I rell you 1 am. Come Whher and feel me. 
If you wou'd but feel me once, you 'wou'd be-latt- 
„ | 
l Tim. She was always given to Lying] da e not 
truſt Her. Let it ſhe ſhou'd be ali we again 
Ihave a good Mind to venture. { Aſide, goiag towards * 
ihe Grave. Oh, ſhe has me, ſhe has me! 

Yol. Ihe Devil have you for a Cowardly, Cabbaging 

17 | G 3; Rogue. 

egun. 


Dol. * * 


how 


18 | IVI A; Or, | ; 
Rogue as you are, What, arc you afraid of your 
own Wite, Sirrah ? > 4 

Tim. Nay, now I am ſure *tis my Dolly herſelf, and 
alive. My dear, dear Jewel, don't be angry. *T was * 
only my Fear. 2 

Dol. Yes, yes, you wou'd have had me Dead. Jou 
were only afraid 1 ſhou'd be alive again. a 


AIR XV. The 23d of April. Y; 
So unkind, and ſo unwilling to receive me a 


gain! P. 
Tim. To my Heart the Blood's thrilling, to hear thi'e 
complain. 5 
Dol. Will you love me! Me 
Tim. For ever. dropt 
| Can you doubt me? No iec 
. No never. | #thing, 
Amb. Oh the Pleaſure and Pain! nd b 
| cou 
Del. Pve had a ſtrange Eſcape! If you hadn't ſtay'd Whhali | 
here, where ſhou'd | have been by this Time! 1 can't Nænow 
tell indeed; but I believe *tis better as it is. Fathe 


Tim, O my Dea, how can you ſuſpect my Love? fright 
I had rather have thee again, than be Lord of the not f, 


Manor. i ſo dir 
Dol. I wou'd not forſake my Timothy, to be made Minis 
a Lady. neithe 


Tim. Will you go home with me, and love, and little. 
live in Peace; and drink no more Drams, to fright meWAy m 


ſo? | Itwent 
Dol. Are you as glad as you ſeem to be! are you Plong 
willing to take me again! ment 
AIR XVI. I live in the Town of Lynn. ö A 
Tim. The Bark in Tempeſt toſt, : | 1 


Wil the deſpairing Crew 
Land on {ome unexpected Coaſt ? 
Dol. Ay marry, and thank you too. 


Th 
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ur The Maid who dreamt by Nigbs 
; Sb had lefs ber Love ſo true, 
nd Vill ſhe awake to him and Light F 
vas Tims Ay marry, and thank you too. 
4 O thou art wy tapty Coaſt ; 
ou Dol. And thou art my Love ſo true! 
= Tim. Return, my Joy; | 
Dol. Take me. late Joſt; 
> Amb. Ay marry, and thank you 100, 
4+ 
hee ® SCENE XI. Lettice. 


Mercy on me! I'm frighten'd out of my Wits! I 
dropt the Company going home, and came back again 
Fro icc how my poor Father did, and, as ſure as any 
Sthing, I ſaw. my Mothers Ghoſt go over the Style; 
nd but that I know that my Father's Avec and here, 
3] cou'd have ſworn that i had :cen his roo, — Whar 
ay'd hall | do? My Father will be very angry if he ſhou'd 
:an't Mknow'thar I am here; and yet | muſt ſpeak to him. 
Father, Father! — Bleſs me, he i not here. I am 
oye? frighten d worſe now than 1 was before. Sure he is 
the not fallen into my Mother's Grave. The Moon ſhines 
ſo directiy into it, that i can ſee him if he be. | Looks 
nade inte the Grave, and ſhrieks ] Dear, dear! there's 
neither Father nor Mother ! Bur let me think a 
and little. — \f my Mother ſhou'd be Alive, after all. 
t meWAy marry, that wou'd fright me worſe than ſec. 
twenty Ghoſts, for ſhe'll force me to marry Ned 
you Ploug hſbare. i hate Work, Poverty and Confine- 
ment; and if | marry him, I ſhall have all three. 


AIR XVII. As fat at my Spinning Wheel. 
How happy is that Woman's Life, g 
Who. fair and free bas Wealth in ſtore 
But ob, bow wre tched is the Wife, 
| That's doom d to Wark, and ſtill be Poor : 
Th | ; To 


— 
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Toh waſh, to brew, to card or veel, 1 Yo» 

Or [till to turn the Spinning Wheel !? "e 
me D 
| will b 
SCENE. XII. Sir John, Jonathan, F mi 
aud Lettice. T s 


n. Sir, you may be as merry as you pleaſe with 
my Cowardice, bat I think ſtill we had better” have 
kept on our Horſes Backs, and have ventur'd Hur Necks Þ 
thro* the Sloughs, than to have come thro?” ch p'aguy} 
Church yard at this Time o' th' Night. 1M 

Sir Fobn. Ha, ha, ha! — what, you're afraid o. 
the Dead Meth 

Jon. I don't like their Company. — Ah, Laud; 2 hut o 
Ghoſt, a Ghoſt! Pranc 

Sir Jobn. Ger up, you cowardly Raſcal, or — han 

Fon, O dear Sir, I can't, I can't. I'm frighten'd roWpear 
Death. | | | SMy \ 

Sir John. Nay, if that be the Caſe — you, and the@nan | 
Ghoſt, if there be one, may be better acquainted preWpiece 
ſently. [|] not ſpoil good Company. Farcwell. Barga 

Jon. O Lud that's worfe than t'other: Pray don'tFEraor: 
leave me, and I will get up. and 
Sir John. Sure this Fellow's Folly has infected ing tl 
too; tor | think | ſee ſome body yonder in White 
— lake your Hands from before your Eyes, you Dog 


4 
1 
1 
4 


or l'll cut em off. In a) 
Jon. I will, I will. — O dear; dear Sir, there t 
ain. In a \ 


Sir Jobn. Ceaſe your Tmpertinence, you Puppy, anc 
let us oblerve it. It ſeems to me to be a Woman; in a 
fo, ſhe muſt be in Diſtreſs. I'll go and ſpeak to her. Wn a 
Fon: O dear Sir, don't offer it. Tis certainly the Alter. 
Devil, who knowing your Conſtitution, hasturn'd 
Emſelf into this Shape; on purpoſe to draw you inte 
Bis Clutches. | 
Sr. John. Away, Fool. COdes to be- 


hey 
wean 
Fori⸗ 


A 
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em Poor Sir John? — Poor Fonathan! — When 
e Devil has run away with the Whore-maſter, what 
pill become of the Pimp ! 1 have follow'd this Maſter 


pf mine to the Devil, and there will leave him, to go 
he reſt of his Journey with his new Acquaintance, 
and try to repent and fave one. 


with AIR XVIII. The Oxfordſhire Tragedy. 


-_ 1 My Maſter's Pimp and Favourite too, 
aguj In Liv*ry dreſt of various Hue, 
In wanton Pride my Days Prue ſpent, 


id o® But now, alas, I muſt repent. 


ethinks I do it very ſcurvily. If I was ſure I was 
ud; 4 hut of the Devil's reach now, I am afraid the Remem- 
France of my paſt Sins wou'd give me more P'eaſure 
han P. in. And now I look again, it does not ap- 
pear fo frightful as it did. They are very cloſe.— 
y Maſter has it by the Hand. ff it ſhou'd be a Wo- 
an after all as it certainly is — | have made a fine 
Piece of Work on't truly. Now will they ftrike up a 
Bargain without me, and 1 ſhall Joſe my Fee for ex- 
don't] raordinary Services, my Place as Pimp in ordinary, 
and my Repuration for ever. Ay, ay, tis ſo 
thus it goes. | 


AIR XIX. You Love and I rove. 


In a Man's Voice. Charming. lovely Woman, I am in 
Te di | love with tbee, 
In a Woman's. Nay Sir, piſh Sir, fye Sir, ſure that 


han, 


n'd to 


id th 7 
d pre 
KEE 


d inc 
V hires 
| Dog | 


y, and | ner can be. 

am; · Vn a Man's. Toure ſo fair and charming, 

her. Wn a Woman's. Tre ſo kind and free. 

ly theYAlternatively. 7% love, 2nd ] Iove, and you love, 
rurn'd And I am in Love with hee. 


u into hey are at it ſtill. He palms her ſhe ſuFers it z he 
: * Wears, (he lies; he ſtorms, ſhe yields; Victoria, 2 

Foria, huzzah ! - 
Sir 


f 


22  SI4L VE & ; Of * 7, 
Sir John. I ſee and pity your Diſtreſs 3 but, unleſs $ 
you conſent to go along with me, how can J reliex ; 
on ? | | . 
y Let. O dear Sir, you are the kindeſt Gentleman, I Pir Jol 
ſhall never have it in my Power to make you amends, & 
Sir John. To ſerve any. Ferſon in Diſtreſs, much | 
more a Woman, rewards itſelf. And if you are bur 
half ſo kind as you are fair, you'll always Have it in 
your Power to lay me under the greateſt Obligations 8 
m the World. | 4 
Let, I don't know what you mean by that, but 1 
ſhall be very willing to be inſtructed, for J hate In, 
gratitude. 4 
Sir John. 1 hope you are ſingle, for it is a Princip: * ahn 
with me, never to ask any Favour of a married Wo and 
man. For he who pays his Liberty for a Woman, degher, 
ſerves to have her to himſelf. as a Ri, 
Let. Nay, for that matter, I think, the Fools thatkWrs p: 
are married are fit for no body but one another. Fo Te: 
my part, I do, and always did, hate the Thoughts off 


t my 
a Husband. LEG - ® 

Sir Fohn, The moſt beautiful Woman, with the beſt Jon. 
natured Principles, that ever I mer with in the wholh@wixt 


Courſe of my Life. 0 i, 
Let. How he ſqueezes my Hand! I underſtand hing off 
— He is a fine Gentleman. But. I muſt not ſeem too o. k 


forward neither. [ Aſide he x 
Don. 

AIR XX. Young Tam, and yet unskill'd. ir 
Young Þ am, and ſore afraid » the! 
Will you hurt a harmleſs Maid? = the 


In this Place I fear to ſlay, —_ 

Fear with you to go away. | 

Tell me, kind Sir, tell me true, 

What you will and I mui do; 

3 I ſay. Nets or No? 

Can I. ſtay, can 1 ſtay, or dare 1 go? 
* 


[ATR 


4 2 
q 
ä 
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— AIR XXI. Flocks are ſporting, 
„ Fir John. Faint denying | 
ads. *s half comphying; 
uch Whilf the Strife *tmixt Love and Shams 
bu Fans the Fire 
t in Of Defre, 
iom 8 Fans the Fire 
4 Of Deſire, 

ut [ Jill it crowns the Lover's Flame. 

iw Till it crowns the Lover's Flame. 


ciple Fab What ſhou'd you be afraid of, Madam? IX 
Woh and my Maſter ſhou'd break a Commandment to- 
, degther, there's no manner of harm done; for Sir Jobx 
ga Right to fin ſcot free himſelf, and make his Neigh - 
; thalWars pay for it as he's a Juſtice of Peace. | 
Fot Met. A Juſtice o' Peace! O dear, I'm To afraid now 
ats oWr my Father ſhouid come and ſpoil my Fortune. 
= [ 4fide. 
e beſt Jon. Bear ap, Sir, and I warrant we carry ler off 
hol hg wixt us. | 
ir John. But what ſhall we do with her? Let us 
d hinge off as faſt as we can, for it is certainly rhe Devil, 
m too ho. knowing my Conſtitution, aſſumes this Shape, 
Aſidesſthe moſt like y Way to draw me into his Clutches, 
Don. Pox on his Memory. [ Aſide. 
ir John, Give me leave to lead you to the Style 
a 1 ot the Curch- yard, where my Horſes wait, 
nen — , 
Don. Mount, Whip, Spur and away. Ha, Sir! 
Ke. O dear Sir! — What am I doing 2 Whither 
going? Well, well, carry me where you will, 
do wh me what you pleaſe, for ſure you are 8 
il Gentleman, 


% 


24. 


AIR XXII. Once I low d a Charming Creature, 


+1 ſhall think you never lov'd me; 


SILVIA; Or, 


O ſhou'd wanton Fancies move you, | 
Sbou'd you prove a naughty Man, 


I ſhall hate you — if I can 
But for my down, down, deri down, 
But for my down, down, derry down. 7 
Shou'd your Charming Beauty move me, 

*Twou'd but prove that Pm A Man. 
Tou ſhow'd believe I better lov'd you : F 

Try, then hate me if you can. 2 
Then for ber down, down, derry dow, 
Hey for ber down, down, derry down. 


Zud of the firſt Act. 


Ac! 


x 
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ler u SCENE I 
1 SCENE 4 Grove. 
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IR XXIII. O the charming Month of May. 
| ILENT Night yields no Repoſe, 

8 dilent Night my Anguiſh K9Ws : 

And the gay Morning 

Now returning, 

Only lights me to new Woes, 
Tim. within. Only lights me to neu Mes. | | / 
Sil. Silent Night yields no Repoſe. = 
Tim. within. Silent Night yields no Repoſe. [ 


= 


Sil. Sure Echo's grown enamour'd with my Sor- 
ows, chat thus ſhe dwells upon the pla ntive Sound. if 
Tim. within. Silent Night yields no Repoſe, | 

Sil. Ha, this is ſumething more! Perhaps, ſome 
Swcecched Maid, like me by Love undone, has choſe | 1 
Pon gloomy Thicker to complain in; and kindly joins || 
ier ſympathizing Notes with mine. UF ll try again. | 
Long muſt I this Torture tear, | 

Long muſt I love and deſpair 

What Life denies us 

Death ſupplies us; 

Friendly Death, come end ny "are. 
Tim. within. Friendly Death, come end ny Lare. 
Sil. Long muſt I this Torture bea. 
Tim. Long muſt l, &c. 

| D It 6 


Il. I A; 13 FR 
It ſeems, indeed, the Voice of one complaining ; but 0 
one of that falſe, deceitful Sex, which only ſcems un- 
Happy, when it wou'd make ours ſo indeed. Perhaps i 
ſeme buſy, prying Wretch,. has. ſtole, unheeded, n 
my Sorrows, and with ſcornful Repetitions mocks my % 

real Woes. * 


On 
{ 


SCENE II. Timothy, and Silvia. 5 


Tim. Forgive, fair Maid, an unhappy Man, who# 
has wandred all the long Night, not knowing wher 
be went, nor where 10 go. Tir'd with my Miſen 
and fruitleſs Labour, unable to go farther, I dad m 
down in yonder Thicket to complain. But, .hearin; 
your Voice, I have with much Difficulty crept hithe ; 
to enquire of you, after my loſt Daughter; as I ma 
of all I meet, *till I have found her. f 

Sil. Is it a Child you have loſt! 

Tim. A dearly beloved and a loving Child. 

Sil. That is a-Lofs indeed. | 7 

Tim. My Wife was buried laſt Night, and came ti 
Life again, and while I went home with her, mi 

"Pavghter was carried away. 3 


d bre; 
Sil. Your Story's very ſtrange. For 
Tim. But very true. f 3 
Sil. I only ſaid that it was ſtrange, not that it 1 3 
not true. I have heard of People, who, ſeeming :. 77 
be dead, have yet reviv'd. That may have been 18 
Calc. Tk Wc lea, 
Tim. I can't tell It may be fo——= My Daught 7 
is about your Age, but not fo tal Have you. heal rd by 
of any ſuch Perſon ? 3 
eil. No, indeed. , wer 
Tm. She's loſt for ever, and I am the moſt miſc Tim. 


able Man in the World. 


The CouN TRY BURIAL. 27. 


but 1 | | 

un AIR XXIV. Parſon upon Dorothy. 
haps > To love my Wife, to loſe my Miſe, 

» 00 To find my Wife again, 


mig Vas Peace and Striſe, 


Was Death and Liſe, 
Was Pleaſure and was Pain. 


2 
* 


„ia. 4 In Hopes, and Fears, 
1 In Smiles, and Tears, 
Our Days inconſtant flowz 
whe 1 But no Fnd I ſee 
ben Of my Miſery, 
en uy Since Fortune proves my Foe. 


carin{ "lt £1; You * your Miſery much greater ĩhan 
hithe is; for, if the be Virtuous, and Prudent, ſhe will 
mad nd the Means to return. 
Tim. She may be kept by Force. She's very hand- 
me What may ſhe not be forc'd to? 

Sil. Fear it not. Innocence is the Care of Heaven. 
Firtue will give her Reſolution to teſiſt Temptation, 
d Strength to oppoſe Violence ſt.ould it be offer'd: 
Puty will teach her ſuch Artifices as will be ſufficient 
break chro? all D. fficulties and Dangers, that Fraud 

Force can raiſe to obſtruct her in her Return. 
ow fare you, Friend? Your Colour changes, and you 
dok not well. | 
Tim. Indeed I'm very ſick, and faint, ; 
Sil, Alas, poor Man! lend me your Arm, and let 
e lead you to yonder Bank; there you may repoſe 
ur ſelf a while: My Father, who lives at a Farm 
ard by, will ſoon be here, who will, l'm ſure, aſſiſt 
Pu with any thing, that his poor Houſe affords, or 
ower commands, | 

* This Kindneſs to a Stranger, Heaven will re- 
ard. 

Sil. Acts of Humanity reward themſelves. 

Tim. I give you too much Trouble. 

| D 2 Sil, 
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sil. They ſhew themſelves unworthy of their Kind 
who ſeeing their Fellow Creatures in Diſtreſs, rake no- 
a Pleaſure in relieving them. Are not All expos'd to 
Time and Chance? there's oft not the diſtance of an 


Hour betwixt the height of Happineſs and depth of 
Miſery. J 


AIR XXV. Polwart on the Green. 


Sil. Ihe ſweet and Lluſhing Roſe 
Soon withers and decays. 
Tim. Short are the Joys Life knows, 
2 And ſew our happy Days. 
Sil. The faireſt Day maſt ſet in Nighe; 
Tim. Summer in Winter ends; 
Ambo. So Anguiſh ſtill ſucceeds Delight, 
And Gri:f on Foy attends. 


Sil. 


SCENE III. Jo them, Welford aui = 


Servant. Kc lo 

: 4 Wel. 
Sil. Here is my Father, A good Morning to you e pre 
Sir. Your bleſſing. 8... 


Nel. Heaven bleſs my Child. 
Sil. Sir, here is an Object, that claims your Pity; 
and Aſſiſtance. An hone!t Man diſtreſt; ſo ſick and 
weak he is, that it would be roo much Trouble tg 
him now to repeat the Tale of his Misfortunes. 
Nel. Tis enough that you, my Silvia, think hf 
needs my Pity, to command all that's in my Power] 
Come, Friend, accept of this Lad to guide and aſſiſ 
Joo 'n follow preſently you {hall find! 
"hearty welcome, and all the 4fhſtance I, or my tay 
mily, can lend you. 3 
Zim. With many Thanks I accept your Kindneſs. 


eak. 
Wel 
Ocen 


IR 


| SCENY 


* 
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* SCENE IV. Welford and Silvia. 


X wel. Silvia, your Lover tarried late laſt Night. 
have not ſeen you ſince till now. Nay, never bluſh, 
d turn away — he propoſed Marriage, did he not? 
Sil. O Father, why did you ever ſuffer him to talk 
"of Love, or me to-hcar him? 
el. There is no Shame in virtuous Love. The 
poſt modeit Virgin may hear, and may return it too, 
Fithout a Pluth, 
Sil. Oh! 
nel. Why weeps my Child! What mean theſe 
Sighs, and all theſe Agonics of Grief, as if thy Heart 
Would burſt? | 
il. O, 1 have cauſe to weep, deſpair, and die; for 
and have heard from the Man, who {wore a thouſand 
nes he lov'd me, the Man I lov'd, the Man you bid 
e love, ſuch vile Propoſals. —— 
Wel. O! lamall on Fire— ſay, Silvia, what did 
> yon e propoſe? g 
Sil. What is not fit for you to hear, nor me te 
eak. 
Wel. Then the Villain has dared to attempt thy In- 
ocence and Virtue? * 


Pity, 
-k and 


ble tg - 
\ I R XVI. Now, now comes on the glorieus 


ink hy Year. 

Do wel a 2 : 

4 a0 When tempting Beauty is the Prize, 
end! Intemperate Youth, raſh and unwiſe, 


Laws human and divine deſpiſe, 
Not thinking what they're doing; 

But did they make the Caſe their own, 

A Child, or Siſler, thus undone, 

With Horror ftruck, they ſure would ſhun, 
Nor tempt ſuch dreadful Nun. 


my Fa 


neſs. 


a * 
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8 Bo SILVIA; or, 


4 Sil. Vain of his Wealth, and "bis 8 Birth 


y with bold, licentious Freedom he rail'd on Marriage 
then talk d tõ me of Love, Enjoyment, and: etern; 


ro render me vile as his own Ends. More he ta}k'd 8 
Eſtates and Settlements, and I know not what; an 
more he would have talk'd; but 1, with juſt [ncigraY 
tion fired, flew from his hated Prefence. 


AIR XXVII. :One Evening as I lay. 


Ah me! unhappy Maid, 
How wretched is my Fate? 
Deceid'd thus, and beiray'd, 
To love where 1 ſhould hates 


When Hope has fled our Breaſt, 
Why ſhould deſire remain? 
To rob us of our Reſt, 
And give inceſſant Pain. 


Nel. 1 will revenge thee, thou excellent Maid; I wil 
zevenge thee on him, my ſelf, and all that ever wrong 
thee. 3 

Sil, Alas! Sir, I want no Revenge; or if I d 
what could you do againſt a Man ſo powerfi: 1— 

the Attempt would prove your Rain, — Let me r4 
ſee him —let him not infult me with his Preſence ; 
by tbat means to be ſecur'd from new Injuries, is 
the Vengeance I deſire. 

wel. He never ſhall, unleſs he comes with deep pd 
morſe and humble Pen tence to ak your Pardon, aid 
make you Reparation. 

Sil. Let him not come at all. The Man, who ff | 
Advantage from a Maid's mean Condition to atien 
her Virtne, can never make her Reparation. b 

wel. 1 fear you hate him then. P 

Sil. Why ſhould you fear it? You:methinks ſhou® 
wilh it rather, *I'was long before my Heart wil 

* taug 4 


me 


5 1 Phat 
Truth; 8 by impoſing on my Simplicit, 8 


} 
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by 
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8 not 
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Birth taught to love him, and by the Pain his Cruelty gives 
riage me | fear twill be much longer e' re it will learn to 
erern; hate him. . N 


licit) , Mel. I'll go and give Orders that Care be taken of 
}k*d the Stranger, and then I'll ſee this mighty Man, who, 
; an by a vile Abuſe of his Power, has dared to wrong me 
digt: thus. Thou'ſt Reaſon indeed for thy Anger; but grieve 
not, my Silvia. I can and will defend thee. 
AIR XXVIII. At Rome there is a terrible Rout. 
XZ For our Poultry and Flocks we oft break our Repo ſe, 
Jo defend them from Foxes and Kites, their known 
4 Foes ; : | 
3} We: our Children muſt guard from worſe Vermin 
4 . than thoſe, 
* MWhich no Body can deny, &. 
SCENE V. Silvia. 
; wih My Father bade me not to grieve happy for me 
yvrong eould I in that obey him. In all the height of his Paſ- 
ſion he never commanded. me to hate the injurious Au- 
fd thor of my Woes. Indulgent Parent! He knows that 
:1+—F ?tiz not in my Power, and wou'dn't impoſe on me a 
me nM Task impoſſible. Anſwer his Kindneſs then with e- 
nce —M qual Fortitude, and bear, without Reproach, thoſe: 
s, is Ils thou canſt not cure. To aſſert the Dignity of in- 
WW jur'd Virtue, tho' in an humble State, be then my 
cep Care, and leave the reſt to Heaven. 
| 
* AIR XXIX. Fond Echo. 
ho ta As wretched and mean, we deſpiſe 
attcws The Vicious, their Wealth, and high Statt:; 
. The loweſt, in Virtue, may riſe, 
| Tis Viriye alone makss us greats 
s ſhou® | . ke 
art v. Thi 


— 


* Ml 5 þ 


eln 0 


The hoarſe Percock, tho gaudy and gay, '1 
Sweeps the Earth with his Train, tho” ſo bright; & 
While the Lark, in his humble Array, 2 
Soars warbling to Regions of Light. 


SCENE VI. A Room in Sir John's MW: 
Houſe. Xx 


£ Enter Betty. In 
Betty. Sir John lies beyond his uſual Hour — he 
likes his new Bed fellow. O the Impudence of ſome © 
People! — Here, in his own Houſe——under my Noſe, 
as twere to bring his Trollops. Nay, to oblige me 
to wait. upon her too — warm the Bed fer **m! — 
What, make a Bawd of me? — O, I could fire the 
Houſe, to be made a Bawd of at theſe Years. The im- 
udent Creature toc— to lie with a Man the firſt time 
c ask'd her. —1 wonder Sir John isn't afham'd of 
himſelf ! — to take up with ſuch a forward Drab —» 3 
At firſt, I'm ſure, he did not find me ſo eaſy.— 
Well, ve been a Fool; but, if it was to do 
again l 


AIR XXX. Young Philander woo'd me long, 
Harmleſs Maids, of Men beware, 
When they're tempting you to Evil; 
"Tho" their Flatt'ries charm the Ear, 4 
To be forſalen is the De vil. 
Un. well, ne er conſent to do it; 
Truſt no falſe deſigning Fellow : 
| Pirgins pluckt, like other Fruit, 
Loſe their Reliſh, and grow mellow: 


* 
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At 1 


5 C EN E VII. To ber, Jonathan. 
i Betty. O Jonathan! Sir John is a brrbarous Man 
it me; but you remember, 1 hope, before you know 

in's hat paſſed, you bid me fear nothing, for you were 

Fady to marry me at any time. 


9 omiſe nothing, before you know what paſs d, but 
hat he bas ſince per form'd. | 
—he Betty. Yes, he did, to be ſure. —— He promis d to 
Svc me always. But what o'that? if he be a Gentle- 
Pan, and above keeping his Word, I hope chat it is 
Shame for poor People to be honeſt? : 
Pn. The greateſt in the World, Child. Why, it 


q courſe, and muſt not pretend to talk of Terms now. 
as l have an equal Right to my Maſter's caſt Cloaths 
ad Miſtreſſes, Lou are part of my Perquiſites. 


AIR XXXI. Great Lord Frog, and Lady Mouſe. . 


At Table thus my Maſter ſeods 3 
Jil he has done, I look on; 

When the Second Courſe ſucceeds, — 
The firſt is left, like you. 


As in Love my Maſter ſerve, 
Sure, I don't ſo ill deſerve, 
Tho* enough remains, to ſtarve? 

4 ſeize you as my Due. 


Betty. O Jonathan, ſure you won't uſe me as my 


aſter has done! 
$ Fon. I can't tell; FI uſe vou as well as 1 can; per- 
E 40 aps you may haye no realon to repent of the Ex- 
Fhange. | 


/ Bett Ys 


, Jen. Ay, ay, very likely, Child. But did Sir John 


: Fould be down-right Impudence in us to pretend to- 
me ie wiſer than our Betters. Beſides, you are mine 


——ů— 
LOR 
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Betty, Becauſe I have been my Maſter's Fool, do ou Th; 

think Lill be yours? * 

Jon Yes, 

Betty. You're impudent, and 

Jon. Lou like me the better for't. 


Betty, Now Pm downright angry with you. 


AIR XXXIl. Dear Pickaninny, 
Betty. Be gone, Sir, and fly me, 
Jon. How can you deny me? 
Be kind, and once try me, 
Betty. Ne'er talk of it more. 
Jon. Come grant my Deſire, 
Betty. 1 your Rudeneſs admire, 
Jon. To your Chamber retire, 
Betty. Sir, there is the Door, 


[They ſing the following Stanza together.] ; 
Jon. Come, grant my Deſire; | | 1 
Betty. II not. grant your Deſire. ä 
Jon. I your Beauty admire, 
Betty. I your Rudeneſs admire, 
Jon. Jo your Chamber retire. 
Betty. By your ſelf, pray, retire. 


& ſo 

Jon. Love, there is the Door, . 
Betty. Sir, there is the Door. What | 
cc k 

[Exit Betty, on one Side, ſhutting the Door upon Might 
Fonathan, who goes off on the other.] Le 


SCENE VIII. Lettice. 


AIR XXXIII. Mrs. Le Gard's Dance in Perſeus} 

and Andromeda. 

Let. When youthful May adorns the Year, 
The Earth is gay, the Heav'ns are clear, "46 

And the long Days ſcarce yield to Night : The 4 


a 


De COUNTRY BuRTAL. 35 
ou be Groves with Vernal Muſick ring, 
Beneath oar Feet freſh Odours ſpring, 
Al Nature revels in Delight : . 
I Life, Touth is the Bloom of May; 
We laugh, we ſing, we ſport. we play; 
And every rolling Hour ſupplzes 
Some new, and ſome- untaſted Foys, 
Ind all the various Scenes are bright, 


Tei. How fine I am! All over Lace, and Holland, 
and Silk, and Silver! How pretty | look, too! 
Nay, I always thought my ſelf roo good for a Tay- 
1&'s Daughter. And fince I find what my Favours are 
Worth, L be cunning, and get as much for em as I 
| . , that I may never work, nor be poor again. 


Z SCENE IX. Sv ber, Sir John. 4 
1 Sir Jobn. Don't you wonder at your own Beauty? | 
2Brels'd, or Undrels d, Night, or Day, you're always . 


Warming. Be 
Let. Let me alone: Why do you ſtare upon a Bo- 
*& ſo2 l can't bear to ſce you, 1 am ſo aſham'd. 
Sir John. Kind Innocent, yet charming Creature, 
hat has the Art to pleaſe beyond all her Sex that | e- 
Mer knew, yet ſeems ro know nothing of it. Laſt 
upon Might — ye wanton Rogue — 
X Let, Oh! you're a jad Man. 


ATR XXXIV. Alas! what mean I, fooliſh Maid? 


O ße! how could you ſerve me ſo? 
Yu naughty Man, pray. let me go, 
That from you J may run; 

Bug ſhould I go, I fear twere vain, 

For ſoon I ſhould return again, 

Jo be by you undue, 


erſeur 
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Sir John, Never were Tempers better ſuited. Thi: . 
Girl is as much a Libertine in the Affairs of Love, a il 
my ſelf, only ſhe don't ſeem ſo well acquainted: witt e“ 
Her own Conſtitution, as to be able to give any Ac 
count of the Matter. — *Tis pure Nature in her; lik Mun 
ſome lucky Quacks, who tho' they know nothing a et, 
the Theory, yet practiſe with lurprizing Success. 


AIR XXXV. Muſing, I late on Windſor Terras fat, 1 


The lovely. blooming Creature, * 
Charming in ev'ry Feature; 
Loving, moving, 


« 


Joys improving, . 2 
When ſhe yields to Nature ld 
But O] the pleaſing Smart, =” ca 
That thrills thro? ev'ry Part, ereſt 

When poſſeſſing, Vent! 


Kiſſing, preſſing, ire 
Faſſion's improv'd by Art. * 


SCENE X. To them, Jonathan. 


Jon. Sir, your Honour's Tenant, Farmer Vel fon 
4s come to wait upon you. 
Sir John. Ha! 1 might well expect him, inde 
— | am ſtrangely ſhock'd. — Yer I muſt fee hill 
— Tell him, I am coming down, 2 


It 


SCENE XI. Sir John and Lettice 
Sir John. My Dear, my Affairs force me to le 
you for the preſent; in the mean time my Serv: 
{hall attend you — Your Servants they are now, 

as inch command them. 
Let. kut, will they obey me? 


* * 
1 
* 4 * 


Thi ; 70 2 Ay, or you ſhall change them for ſuck. 


©, Mer, Then 1 ſhall be a Miſtreſs indeed. 


Fi tune; for a Moment, dear Creature, farewell. 
er. Dear Sir, good by © ye. 
v . 


| SCENE XI. Lettice. 


m now a Lady indeed. A fine Houſe, fine Cloaths, 
Servants to command. And this Sir John is the 
neſt, handlomeſt Gentleman. — Not that I care for 
. any more than I ſhould for any body elſe, that 
Huld but make a Gentlewoman of me. But 1 muſk 
care never to let him know that, for it is for my 
Ingreſt that he ſhould love me. Beſides, now I am 
#Scntlewoman, I find, I ſhould like mightily to be 
Pur'd by every body, and care for no body. 


* 
AIR XXXVI. When Cloe we ply. 
We Women appear * 
Now kind, now ſevere, 
As Intereſt for either doth call; 
If we ſtay, and comply, 


If we fly, and deny, 
It is all Artifice, all; tis Artifice, Artifice all. 


an. 
Vel fo | 


, inde 
ſee hi 


BCENE X111. Lettice and Betty. 


ett 1C Betty. Madam, Breakfaſt is ready for you. 

ct. Is it fo, Mrs. Minks ? but how do you know 
to le ether | am ready for that? 3 | 
Servi etty. I ſuppoſe Sir Fobx knows, Madam. He or- 
now, Md me to get it ready as ſoon as I could. 

Wet. Where is it? How did you know but that I 

ad have had it here in my own Chamber? | 
E. . * Be 1%. 
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Fr Fobn, Thou art the Miſtrels of my Life and 


38 SIL VI 43 Or, 
zit, for that matter. 


mighty ready to obey without Orders, and to run wib 
out being ſent. 4 


a 


Us 


& 7 
* * 


Betty, Nay, if that be all, Madam, I can ſoon fete # 
1 


Let. Come back; where is the Wench going? Voun 4 


C 
T 


* * 

4 

** = 
= 
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SCENE XIV. Betty. 


My Chamber! — and Mints! — How the aut hh 
ward Trapes takes upon her already? Sir FJobn acti 
like a Gentleman, truly, — To ſuffer me to be huft 
and abus d by this I don't know what to ca'l he 
bad enough. I'Il not bear it, that's poz. I have 148. 
Farmer Welford know what a Life my Maſter lead 
w—— T hat']] make pure Miſchief; for he loves thi 
Daughter ſo well, that he dares not diſoblige the E 
ther. Ay, there's a Girl, who, tho' but the Daugt 
ter of a poor Farmer, by her Prudence in keeping ch 
Fellows at a diſtance, has as many Admirers as ther 
are Gent emen in the County. Upon that ſingle Poir 
turns the Happineſs or Miſery of a Woman's Lift 
But how few of us have the Wit to find this out till 
is too late. f 


AIR XXXVII. Room, Room for a Rover. 
Frail's the Bliſs of Woman, 
a Fleeting as a Shade ; 
While we pity no Man, 
Goddeſſes we're made: 
I, our Favours wanting, 
To their Wants we're bini; 
Ruin'd by our granting 
e no Favour find. 
Birds, for kind complying, 
Love their Females more; 
W:'re lov'd for denying, 
Scorn'd when we implore. 
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79 While on ew'ry Tree, 
| Cherry, Cherry, fing the ſmall Birds; 
Terry, Terry, fing the Black Birds; 
Happier far than we. 


< 


4 


£- 


8 | "ENE XV. Sir John and Welford. | 


ZW. Sir Jobn, tho' from your late Behaviour I'm' 
nvinc'd that you look upon me as a Wretch, whom 
the Wantonneſs of your Wealth and Power you 
ay injure without Danger; yet 1 muſt tell you, that 
; baſe to wrong a poor Man, merely becauſe he is 
; and not always ſo ſafe as you may imagine. 
LA Jobn | line expected ſuch an Accufation from 
y Man, much leſs, Welford, from you; whatever 
her Faults I may have, Pride and Cruelty, I thank 
av'n, are Strangers to my Nature. If you are un- 
ly chat your Leale is unrenew'd, the Fault is in your 
F, you might: have had it done at any time; upon 
dur applying to me. | 
W-1. It is not that which I complain of; tho? your 
uling it be the ruining me and my whole Fami- 
„yet as it is a Matter of Courteſy, not Right, you 
e at your Liberty. But that is not what I now* 
dme to ſpeak of. | 


Sir Fohn, My Love of Pleaſure has not ſo far waſted 


* 


eſerying them in the quiet Poſſeſſion of that Right. 


W21. Are not our Children the beſt and deareſt Part 
f our Properties? Is there a Monarch in the Uni- 


rſe that does not eſteem an Heir to his Crown dear · 
than the Crowg he wears? Nature is alike in all. 


i Puch as the greateſt King can his, 


Wy Eſtate, or debauched my Principles, as to rempr © 
e to wrong any Man, much leſs the Poor. The leſs 
ey have a Right to, the greater Neceſſuy there is ot 


4 he meaneſt Wretch, who daily labours for the Bread 
ith: which he feeds his poor Offspring, loves them aa 


K 2 AIR 
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Betty. Nay, if that be all, Madam, I can ſoon fer ® 6 
it, for that matter. | = . 
Let Come back; where is the Wench going ? Voun; p 
mighty ready to obey without Orders, and to run with = - 


out being ſent. f 


SCENE XIV. Betty. 


My Chamber ! == and Minks ! — How the aul 
ward Trapes takes upon her already? Sir Joba act 
like a Gentleman, truly, — To ſuffer me to be hut 4 
and abus d by this I don't know what to cal he 
bad N Lil not bear it, that's poz. I have 1% 


Farmer Welford know what a Life my Maſter lead ba 
w— TP hat'}| make pure Miſchief; for he loves th 5 
Daughter ſo well, that he dares not diſoblige the E 1 
ther. Ay, there's a Girl, who, tho' but the Daugi® "ths 


ter of a poor Farmer, by her Prudence in keeping th 
Fellows at a diſtance, has as many Admirers as ther 
are Gentlemen in the County, Upon that ſingle Poi 
turns the Happineſs or = of a Woman's Lift 

But how few of us have the Wit to find this out till 
is too late. 5 


AIR XXXVII. Room, Room for a Rover, 
Frail's the Bliſs of Woman, 
a Fleeting as a Shade ; 
While we pity no Man, 
Goddeſſes we're made: 
I, our Favours wanting, 
Jo their Wants we're hind x 
Ruin'd by our granting 
Ve no Favour find. 
Birds, for kind complying, 
Tove their Females more 
W:'re lov'd for denying, 
Scorn'd when we implore. 
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Ri Happier far than we. 


ou'r ; % 


SCENE XV. Sir John and Welford. 


ZW. Sir John, tho? from your late Behaviour I'm 

ach nvinc'd that you look upon me as a Wretch, whom 
zun the Wantonneſs of your Wealth and Power you 
Way injure without Danger; yet I muſt tell you, that 
Ms baſe to wrong a poor Man, merely becauſe he is 


lead ; and not always ſo ſafe as you may imagine. 4 
res th . F 

th Sr Fobn. | little expected ſuch an Accuſation from 4 
— Wy Man, much leſs, Welford, from you 3 whatever 


her Faults I may have, Pride and Cruclty, I thank 
Mcav'n, are Strangers to my Nature. If you are un- 
ly that your Leaſe is unrenew'd, the Fault is in your 
f, you might have had it done at any time, upon 
Por applying to me. | 
1 J. It is not tha which I complain of; tho? your 
uling it be the ruining me and my whole Fami- 
„yet as it is a Matter of Courteſy, not Right, you 
e at your Liberty. But that is not What I now” 
me to ſpeak of. 
Sir John, My Love of Pleaſure has not ſo far waſted 
ay ' Eſtate, or debauched my Principles, as to tempe | 
e to wrong any Man, much leſs the Poor. The leſs } 
ey have a Right to, the greater Neceſſuy there is ot | 
Wpcſcrving them in the quiet Poſſeſſion of that Right. 
e. Are not our Children the beſt and dearck Part 
Bf our Properties? Is there a Monarch in the Uni- 
Merc that does not eſteem an Heir to his Crown dear 
than the Crowg he wears? Nature is alike in all. 
he mcaneſt Wretch, who daily labours for the Bread 
ich which he feeds his poor Offspring, loves them aa 
Puch as the greateſt King can his. : 
E 2 AIR 
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as SILVIA; er, 1 
AIR XXXV III. On yonder high Mountains Flves, 


The powerful Law of Nature Bic mj 
Doth Savage Tygers bind; 4 hay o 
What fierce or cruel Creature, an ral 
But to its Young is kind ? Me. 
By Hunger ſtrong oppre ſi, P'arm 
They forgoe their needful Prey 0 Wlt!y : 
Love confeſſing, =_ 


Still careſſing : ance: 


Shall Man do leſs than they F F ouch 
Sir Fobn, I have a Daughter. 4 f kn! 
Str Fobn. You have, a fair one. 4 mo 


Wel. True, ſhe is fair; but her Beauty is her lea 
Perfection. . 
Sir Jobn. In the Bloom of Youth, ſhe hath Wii 
dom, Prudence, and Modeſty, beyond what I have 
obſerv'd in the moſt venerable Old Age. 
Wel. And to crown all, an inflexible Virtue, tha 
ſets her as much above Temptation from Flattery, 
— or Power, as they are beneath her true Va. 
ue. | k 
Sir John. She is, indeed, the Phenix of her Sex. 
Vel. 'Tis no Boaſting, but modeſt Truth in a Fa. 
ther to ſay the is. Then where is your Judgment, or! 
Sratitude? Have I not preferr'd you to many Gen 
tlemen of ſuperior Merit and Fortune, in your Addreſ. 
ks to my Si lvia ? 1 
Sir Jobn. I own the Obligation, and but that I 
am reſolv'd never to marry. : 
Wel. Not marry, Sir! Why, tis a Debt due to 
your Anceſtors — you are the Medium 'twixt them 
and Poſterity, which in you muſt fail unleſs prevented} 
by a prudent and timely Choice; and an ample Eſtate, 
obtain'd by their Induſtry, be poſſeſs d by Strangers to 
their Blood. | g 
Sir John. As to my Anceſtors, they have had their 
time, as I now bave mine; they liv'd to pleaſe them - 
ſelves, 


nd ! 
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Ives, and fo will I. As to Poſterity, I ſhall not trou· 


Nie my ſelf about what | know nothing of, and which 


May or may not be, notwithſtanding all the Care we 


an take about it. 


* \ * 
dy 
N 4 


.” © 
7 
4 
4 
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Wel. Since I find, what I hop'd had been only the 


"armth of Youth, to be Principles with you, you are 
ſtly accountable for their Conſequences, 

Sir Fobn, Notwithſtanding your preſent Circum- 
ances, I look upon you as a Gentleman. In your 
outh, as a Soldier of Fortune, you had Opportunities 
f knowing the World beyond moſt: Men; which, 


Pin'd to your good Senſe and juſt Obſervation, quali- 


leaf? 


have 


tha 
[LCL Y, 7 
e Va-. 


ex. 
a Ta. 
it, ors 
Gen. 
ddreſ 


that i t 


ue to 
them 
vented? 
Eſtate, 


* 
; 


es you to give Advice the beſt of any Man 1 know, 


nd I appeal to your own Experience, whether Mar- 
age be not a tate of Life, attended with innumerabl 

ares, Diſappointments, and Inquietudes? | 

Wel. Tis true I found it ſo; and you, by your li- 
ing ſo many Years in my Houſe in your Youth, was 
equently an Eye-witnels of this ſad Truth: And [I 
irther confeſs that my ſecret Troubles (which were 
e greater for being fo) far exceeded all that ever 


1 , 4 1 
ere viſible; but thoſe are not eſſential to a married 


tate, but might have been prevented by a more pru- 
ent Choice. But as it was, one darling Child, not 
nly made them eaſy, bur far o'er-paid them all. 
ho* Heaven knows that Child is now my greateſt 
rouble.) | f Afides 
Sir John. It is not the Lot of every Man to be Fa- 
er to a Silvia, The ill Conveniencics of Marriage 
re certain, the Advantages precarious, therefore I 
etermine to perſevere in my Freedom. 


AIR XXXIX. A Country Life is ſweets. 
Free from Confinement and Strife, 
FI plow the Ocean of Life, 
T1 ſeek new Delights, 
Where Beauty invites, 
But ne er be 6 to @ Me: 
; * 3 


! 
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12 Tbe Man that is free, = $7, 
Like a Veſſel at Sea, . 


After Conque ſt and Plunder may ram; | A hic 
But when either's confin'd, Fempi 


By Wife, or by Wind, Admi 

Tho* for Glory deſigu'd, . 

No Advantage they find, "Bike 2 

But rot in the Harbour at home. pad 

: 23 - nd I 

Nl. How falſely do you reaſon > Lewdneſs is: Sir 
Gulph which ſwallows up the Lives and Fortunes o We 
all who venture into it. And ſuch will be your Fate, Fame 
if you purſue the Courſe youu are now ingag'd in. ut » 
Sir Fobn, I ſhall run the Hazard, ſpite of your wie Sir 
Admonitions. 2 nun. 
el. At your own Peril be it then. Have I ſupꝰ was! 


preſſed my juſt Reſentment thus long, to expoſtulas ment 
with thee for this? You would be thought a Man Hife 
of Humanity and Honour — was not your late villa. elf 
nous Attempt upon my Daughter's Virtue a notorious Hhotu 
Inilance of both? Nay, Sir, you may ſtarr, and frown, Morce 
and bite your Lips, it you pleaſe, — I repeat it again, WWor 
your vilianous Attempt. © | the | 

Sir Jobn. Conſidering who I am, and what yon via, 
are, ſuppoſing I had been to blame, *twou'd have be. Sorr. 
come you to have cloath'd your Complaints in foftcr ¶ ad 8 
Language. Wort 

el. No Words are ſtrong enough to expreſs you Si. 
Baſcneſs and my Wrongs. ſigh 

Sir John, Had the worft you ſeem to apprehend I ca! 


been accomplilh'd — W ſcc 
Wel. Confound thy prophane Tongue for ſuch I co 
Suppoſition. ret 
Sir Jobn Your Inſolence and Outrage would tire N 
the Patience of an Angel. Is not your Daughter var: Si 
tuo! and chaſt as ever ? ; = wro 
WI. The Exceliency of her Virtue, whom youll Silvi 
would have ruin'd, but aggravates thy Guilt. ** 


S) 
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Sr Jobn. The mighty Ruin you talk of was but to 
have devoted my Life and Fortune to her Pleaſure, 
hich ſure was tufficient to have kept her from Con- 
gempt, and her Beauty would ſtill have been as much 
dmir'd as ever. 

mel. After the Loſs of Virtue, Beauty and Fortune, 
ike a fair and ſumptuous Monument erected upon a 
pad Man's Grave, ſerve only to perpetuate Infamy, 
nd make it more extenſive. | | 

is 18 Sir John. What is it that you'd wiſh your Daughter? 
es of Mel. I wiſh her Innocence, Peace, Fortune with 
Fate Fame on Earth, and Everlaſting Happineſs hereafter 
Put you'd make them all impoſſible to her. 

wile Sir John. She may ſtill be happy. 

"8 Mel. And ſhall, in fpite of thee, Fond Fool that I 
up. was! I thought to have made you the happy Inſtru- 
ment to have advanced her to that Luſtre and Rank in 

Man Kife ber Merit claims; but you have render'd your 
villa. elf unworthy of that Happineſs and Honour; and 
ru Motwithſtanding all my Dotage on thee, you now 
rown, Worce me to. curſe the Parent that begot thee, the 
again, WW omb that bore thee, and the Hour that gave thee to 

the Light; for thou haſt added to the W rongs of Sil. 
t yon via, haſt pierc'd her Heart with new unthoughr of 
ve be:WSorrows.—1 have ſeen her flowing Tears, heard her 
ſoftet ¶ ſad Sighs and ſoft Complaints for thy Ingratitude, un- 
SZ worthy as thou art. 

Sir John. O Welfcrd ! Father! did ſhe weep and 
ſigh for me? O let me fly to throw me at her Feet? 
I cannot bear ro hear her Sorrows told. But oh! to 
ſee her — ſurely I ſhall die with Tendernefs beforcher ! 
ſuch ½ could not have thought I had been fo happy, or ſo 

MW wretched. . 
Id tireſ Wel. Whither would you go? 
er vir Sir John. Whither but to Silvia ? to Silvia much 


you 


chend 


* 
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Sir John. To in. plore her Pardon, to expell her 

Griefs, to vow eternal Love, eternal Truth. £ We 

Mel. And it ſhe conſents to raufy thoſe Vows bj 

marrying —Hal he tarts; a crimſon Bluth o erſpreads 

his guilty Face, Wouldſt thou again abuſe my fond 

Credulity ? L here renounce all Friendſhip with thee, 

and forbid all future Converſe with my Silvia. If by 

my Conſent you ever ſee her Face again, may Heaven 

renounce me; if to revenge her W rongs and puniſh? 

you, I ſpare my ſelf, may A 

Sir John. O ſtop thy lmprecations, thou raſh old 

Man; for know, I cannot, will nor live without my 

Silvia's Sight. Unſay what thou hait ſworn — Ine. 

ver will again abuſe my Truſt — never again will 1 

repeat my Offence. l 
Mel. With me you've ſinn'd paſt all Forgiveneſs. 
Sir John. Tho? | ever lov'd thy charming Daughter, 

yet till this Hour I neyer knew how much. Make me 


2 SILVIA; Or, 


not deſperate, for if you do, by all the Pains I feel, | wp : 
there's no Revenge ſo cruel, but Ill purſue, to make Þ? *. 


thy Miſery, if poſſible, to equal mine; eject thee from 3 
thy Farm 3 expoſe thee ro Want, and Wretchedneſs, EAP 
and ; 

Wel. Ha, ha, ha! N | 15 
Sir John. Fury and Madneſs! my Submiſſion reject. 2 
ed! my Pains inſulted! and my juſt Reſentment laugh'd 
at! N 


AIR XI. Gillian of Croydon. 
Since you deſpiſe my Power, 
Tho" doubly preſs d with Want and Age, 
Til make you curſe the fatal Hour, 

Non ſcorn'd my Love, and urg'd my Rags. 
Shall 1 to my Vaſſal bend ? | 
When the weak with the frong contend, 

On his own Head he plucks the Ruin; 
So 1 my juſt Revenge purſuing, 
Will cruſh you, beſore I end. 
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6 AIR XLI. Heigh Boys up go We. ; 
Wel. In vain you form, and threaten high; 
| He's weak, whoſe Cauſe is wrong: 


fond 4 When we your boaſtrve Power ſhall try, 

thee. You'll find that Right is ſtrong. : | 

If b 1 A virtuom Maid, | 
$4. Wrong'd and betray'd, | | 

f ilh Shall thy Deſtruction prove 3 . | {5 
MY There's no Defence, ; 
ME 490 Like Innocence, 

© my Nor Curſe like lawleſs Love. | 

1 ne-2 : | 
vill SCENE XVI. Welford's Hove. 

* 1 0 Silvia, and Betty. | 


. Betty. Nay, for that matter, I've told your Father | 
ready, and he ſeem'd ſo little concern'd at it, that it 


3 Pur me out of all Patience. So thought I, perhaps he 
— Non't tell Mrs. Silvia, and, juſt as I thought, ſo it 


Pappen'd; ſo thought I, Ill een go and tell Mrs. Sil- 

ia my ſelf. 

Sil. Oh! | [Afdes + 

1 Madam. | 
11224 8 Sil. Alas! 5 

hs Betty. What did you ſay? | N 
Sil. Did I ſay any thing? WW 
Betty. I thought you did. | 
Sil. Not that I know of, Oh! how ſhall I conceal 

y Torture: from this buſy, prying Creature? [ Aſide. | 
Betty. But Mrs. Silvia, don't you think this Sir 14 

ohn an horrible ſort of Man? ; ' : 

571. All appear ſuch to me, who fall from Virtue. | 

Betty. Virtue! Why he minds me no more than we 

o an old Sweetheart, when we have got a new one. 


„ —— Wn 
3 


Sil. The tireſome Impertinent! When ſhall I have 
Freedom to complain? LA ſide. 


IR | Bett. 
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46 SILVIA; Or, 


_ "a may well expect, for ſhe deſerves, to bede- 
pis'd. 6 

Betty. She ſpeaks plain enough now truly. [ 4ſide.] 
——Yes, as you ſay, one can't hate that impudent Crea- 
ture too much. 


Sil. If ſhe be ſuch, as you have deſcrib'd her, ſhe 
| 1 
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is miſer: 


Betty. And then he's ſo fond of her Madam muſt I ſincer 
have this, and Madam mult have that, and Madam All 
muſt have t'other; and this isn't good enough, and 
that isn't fine enough, and t'other isn't rich enough Wh 
for her. O ir would make one diſtracted to ſee it! 8 
The impudent Strumpet — I could tear her Eyes out. _ 

AIR XLII. Young Corydon and Phillis De 
My Rage is paſt conceiving; Sh, 

1 florm and curſe my Fate, 
To think ſhe's ſtill receiving | Bett 
Such Wealth and Pleaſures great, I 
And ſomething elſe, but what 1 dare not, dil via, 
What I dare not, what I dare not nam is * 
Put our Jonathan, by the way, is as bad as his Ma- Bet. 
ſter; — O there's a precious Couple of em! — but as Sit. 
I was ſaying, our Jonathan, who is Sir John's Cabi- WW Femail 
net Counſellor, ſays my Maſter loves no body from pent3 
his Heart but you; and therefore the beit of it is, her will f. 
Reign is like vo be but ſhort. they 3 
Sil. When Women do thoſe Things, for which up- I nt 
on Reflection they ought to hate themſelves, they can't [art 
expect that Men will love them long. - nap : 
Betty. Why as you ſay, Mrs. Silvia, that Woman 4 15 

that a, a—(I don't very well underſtand her tho', d! 

but I ſuppoſe that means that Sir John ſhould love no PIT 

body but her (elf) [Afide.] — But what were you * | 

ſaying, Mrs. Silvia ? I J 

Sil. That ſhe who parts with her Virtue, parts with * 

the only Charm, that makes a Woman truly lovely; 3 


'The Coux TRT BURIAL. 47 


is miſerable, and, whatever ſhe may deſerve, as ſuch 
I fincercly'pity her. 5 


AIR XLIII. Srrephon, when you ſee me fly. 
Where can gentle Pity meet 

So fit a Subject for her Grief k 
Sure that Miſery*s compleat, | 

When Time, and Death yields no Relief. 
Death from leſſer llls may ſave; | 
Shame extends beyond the Grave. 


K 


Betty. Well, I'll ſtay no longer; ſhe's enough te 
put one out of Conceit with ones ſelf. [ Aſide.] Mrs. 
Silvia, 1 hope you believe that what I have told you 
is nothing but the Truth. 


Sil. Wou'd I cou'd not. ULAſide. 
ſa- Betty. But | beg you to take no manner of Notice. 
as Sil. You may be aſſured I never will. May it ever 


bi- remain unknown; if they are guilty, they may yet re- 
om pent; which if they do, Heaven innocent and gracious 
her will forgive; the equally guilry World, never will; if 
they are innocent, what Injury (hall 1 do, what Guile 
up- contract, by propagating Falſhood! 
1 Betty. Yes, yes, as you ſay=——befides I ſhould be 
rurn*d out of Doors; and you know *twould vex a bo- 
Wa dy to loſe ones Place for ſuch a, a, a but Pve 
g?, told you what ſhe is, and ſo Mrs. Silvia your Servant. 
ng What a way ſhe has of talking? She gives one 
ou ſuch Rubs, and yet does not ſeem to know it neither. 
J I don't like her; but if ſhe does not hold her Tongue 
ruh I'm ſafe enough. l've made a pure deal of Miſchief, 
1 don't doubt, for I'm ſure ſhe's nettled, for all her 
Gravity. 
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SCENE XVII. 


SILVIA; Or, 


AIR XLIV. A Wealthy Merchant's Son- 


She who, when ſhed. pleaſe, 
Finds ſhe's miſtaken, a 82 
Others Pain gives her Eaſe, 
Tho ſhe's forſaken, | 
Since he diſdains my Love, 
New Beauties courting, A 
His laſting Plague Til prove, 
TU ſpoil his Sporting. 


Silvia. 


Sil. She's gone, the buſy Impertinent is gone, whoſe 


inful Preſence check'd my ſtruggling Griefs; and Fi. 
— my ſwoln Heart, and ready Eyes, may burſt with a 
fighing, and o' erflow with Tears! O Freeman, Free« 
man] | thought thy former Baſenels, thy vile Attempt 


7 


upon my injur'd Honour, had giv'n me all the Pains 
ou could inflict, or I endure; bur Jealouſy, that 
urning Cauftick to a Mind wounded by Love and In- 


juries before, to Torture adding Torture, Pain to Pain, 
gives Agonies never to be conceiv'd till they are felt. 


r 
= * => 
By  ——_ 9 ten 


AIR XLV. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe, a * 
8 | nd g 

Still to ſigh, to pine, and languiſh, cent 
Still to weep and wiſh in vain, a Pur 


Still to bear increaſing Anguiſh, Me, 


Ever hopeleſs to complain ! Storn 
of Ve 

Thus to Sorrow never ceaſing, and ( 
1 a helpleſs Victim prove; for ar 
Lver full, and ſtill increaſing, Breaſt 
Are the Pains of jealous Love. Sil. 
We 
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e ate v ae in tree dcr fe 
re 
SCENE 4 Grove. 
Silvia, Welford. 


AIR XLVI. Midſummer Wish. 
Sil. XxX HE N fla: fring Love, and ſtern Deſpair, 
8 * At £60 invade the Virgin's 1 1 
The meeting Tydes raiſe Tempeſts there, 
The rolling Storm deſtroys her Reſt. 
Bright Innocence, unerring Guide, 
Lead me where Peace ſerenely reigns; 
If eloomy Death her Manſions hide, 
| {ll ſeek her there, to loſe my Pains. 


Wel. Still fighing! ——— Still in Tears! In ſoſt 
and gentle Murmurs ſtill complaining! Yet ſhe, inno- 
cent even in Thought of any Guilt, that m'gh. deſerve. 
a Puniſhment ſo ſevere, accuſes nor the Heavens, nor 
Me, nor Him, the cruel Author of her Woes. No 
Storm of Rage ruffles her lovely Face; no Thought 
of Vengeance (wells her beating Breaſt 3. Virtue, Love, 
and Grief, ſo amply fill her Mind, there is no Room 
for any ruder Gueſt. Never did Paſſion in a Female 
Breaſt run with ſo deep, ſo ſtrong, fo ſmooth a Stream. 

Sil. My Father here! | 

Mel. Weeping, my Silvia! Could'ſt thou think how 
deep thy Sorrows wound me, | know thou would*ſt 
endeavour to ſubdue them. Sol 6 $8861 

Sil. I did not know you was ſo nigh. ==] had not elſe 

F 


ii | 


_—_— 
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indulg'd this Burſt of Grief : It adds to my Unhappi- 


VI ©, 


ne{s, to afflict ſo tender, and fo good a Father. 

Wel. Thy more than Child-like Duty and Affection, 
thy yielding Sweetneſs, and determin'd Virtue, of which 
each Hour you give me freſh Examples, do ſo affect 


me, that I am torn *twixt Joy and Wonder, Sorrow 


and Remorſe, whenc'er I look upon thee. I, I, wretch- 


ed as | am, have contributed to all the Wrongs you 


ſufter. 
Sil. My deareſt Father, do not thus aggravate our 


common Grief; let not your Affection for me, cauſe 


er wrong your ſelf. If you have permitted me to 
ove, and I have been decciv'd, were not you deceiv'd 
too? 

Wel. Indeed I was; but all ſhall yet be well; ſhort- 
ly you ſhall be convinced, that he's ſo far unworthy of 
your Love, that gentle Peace and Joy ſhall fill your 


. Breaſt, and he be ſcorn'd at firſt, and ſoon forgot. 


AIR XLVII. How happy are young Lovers, | 


On ſome Rock, by Seas ſurrounded, 
Diſtant far from Sight of Shore; 
When the ſhipwreck*'d Wretch, confounded, 
Hears the bellowing Tempeſts roar, 

Hopes of Life do then Forſake him, 
When in this deplor d Extream, 
Then his own loud Shrieks awake him, 
And he finds it all a Dream. 


Such are your Afflictions; and they, from their exceſ- 
five Greatneſs, ſhall, like ſome dreadful Viſion, find 
their End. | 
Sil, Good Man! He knows not that all has been 
diſcover'd to me already. ¶Aſide.] Shall I deceive the 
beſt of Fathers, and by Hypocriſy make that my 
Crime, which is but my Misfortune? No. Whatever 
Piſcevery you make of his Faults, forgive me, if I ſay, 
that I myſt love him ſtill. True, Virtue forbids all 
5 32 Converſe 
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Converſe with him, and I—obey; his Crimes I hates 
his Fall from Virtue I lament; his Perſon, tho? | never 
ſec, nor with to ſee again, *tis ſtill certain 1 muſt ever, 


AIR XLVIIT. One Night when all the Village ſlept. 


You happy Maids, who never knew 
The Pains of conſtant Love, 
Be warn'd by me, and never do 
The ling'ring Torture prove. 


Wiſdom, here, brings no Relief, 
And Reſolution's vain; 
Oppoſing, we increaſe our Grief, 
And faſter bind the Chain. 


SCENE II. Goody Buſy, Goody 
Coftive, Ge. | 


G. Buſy. A good Day to you, Mr. Welford; I have 
brought with me all my Neighbours, as you requeſt- 


ed; and hearing you were here, with your Daughter, 


I left them at your Houſe, and choſe with Goody Co- 
ſtive and Goody Gabble, to come to you, that we 
might have the Pleaſure of ſeeing Mrs. Silvia. 

Wel. *T1s kindly done of you; there is my Daughter 
I'll leave you with her, and go and bid your Friends 
welcome, ou may follow at your Leiſure. 


SCENE III. 
Goody Coſtive, Ge. 


G. Buſy. Do ſo, do ſo; I muſt have a little Tall: 


with her. It is ſome Years ago fince I ſaw her. 
never ſince ſhe was Chriſtened, as I remember. It is 


a great way, and I (Heaven help me) grow old, [ 
F z don't 
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Silvia, Goody Buſy, 
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don't uſe to be ſo ſparing of my Viſits clſc, -—_umDoſt 
not know me, pretty one? | 
Sil. I don't remember to have ſcen you before; 
but, as my Father's Friend, I am pleaſed to have the 
Opportunity to know you now. | | 
G. Buſy. Pretty Sweetneſs! thou'rt grown out of 
my Knowledge too, to be fare; but we have been bet- 
ter acquainted; I was thy Mother's Mid wife. 
Let me ſee — you will be Eighteen come the Time, 
and not married yet! Now out upon thy Father, for 
a naughty Man! it muſt have been his Fault, for you 
are ſo pretty, that you muſt bave had Offers enow. 
Sil. It is ſoon enough to know Care and Trouble. 
G. Buſy. Now out upon it! we have never had any 
good limes fince People talk'd fo. -Was not I young 
my ſelf? and don't | know that the moſt troubleſome 
and careful Part ofa Woman's Life, is from the t ie 
that ſhe is fit for a Husband, till ſite has got one? Our 
greateſt Care and Trouble is over then, for the Men, 
who ſeldom take any before, are bound to do it chen. 


AIR XLIX. A Dame of Honour, 
A Maid, tho“ beautiful and chaſte, 
Like a (her ſtands alone; 
Man, like a Figure, by her plac'd, 
Makes her Worth and Value known, 


Te Tyrant, Man, faſt bound for Life, 
To rule ſhe takes upon her; 
Whene'r a Maid is made a Wife, 
She becemes a Dame of Honour. 


G. Coſt. Goody Buſy, you are always talking te 


People in praiſe of Marriage; now I ſa pc& you, be- 


ing a Midwiße, do it for your own Ends. 
6. Buſy. Suppoſe I did, Goody Coſtive, where is 
the Harm of that? I am ſure, Times are ſo bad, that 
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neſt Woman, in my way of Buſineſs, can hardly get 


Bread; and | never expect to ſee it otherwiſe, while 


Matrimony is ſo much deſpiſed as it is; why, the Men 
are grown ſo horrible cunning, that few uf them will 
marry at all; and the Women are grown ſo forward, 
that they won't ſtay till they are married. 5ut you 
are melancholy, Mrs. Sil via. 

Sil. A little thoughtful; I hope you'll excuſe me. 

G. Gabble. Why truly, Neighbour Buſy, theſe muſt 
needs be great Hardſhips upon you; for no Ma: riages, 
no Lyings-Inn. 

G. Buſy. It is not that which I complain of; for, to 
ſay the Truth, I don't find but that ſingle People have 
as many Children as thoſe that are married; but then 
they are ſuch lufidels, as to let their Children dye 
without Chriſtening, and what ſignifies, to the Mid- 
wife, a Lying-in, without a Chriſtening ? I had 
once ſome Thoughts of going to London, but l am 


informed that it is worſe there than here; for there 
are, it ſeems, a Number of Women who get their 


Livelihood by being naught with any Man that will 
pay them for it, and yet never have any Childien at all. 
Sil. I can't gueſs what my Father deſigns by ſend- 
ing for theſe People. [Aſide. 
G. Coſt. Good lack. a day! then they have no need 
of a Midwife, for certain. 


- Buſy. No, no; the Surgeons do all their Buſi- 
nels. | 


SCENE IV. Silvia, Goody Buſy, 
Goody Coſtive, Goody Gabble, aud 
Jonathan. 


Sil. Jonathan! What comes he for? 
Jon. Madam! 5 
dil. To me? 
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Jon. Yes, Madam; Sir John Freeman, by me, beg 
your Peruſal of this Letter. 3 1 

$11, I am ſorry Sir John has given h'mſelf the 
Trouble, ſince I am under the Neceſſity of refuſing it. 

Jon. My Maſter commanded me to tell you, that it 
eoncern'd the Happineſs of your Father, 

sil. Since ſuch is the Caſe, I'll this inſtant to my 
Father, and acquaint him of this important Letter 
wait you here my Return. 


SCENE V. Jonathan, Goody Buly, 
Goody Coſtive, Ec. g 


Jon. Well, ſhe's an agreeable Lady, faith. I won- 
der what Sir John means, by employing me in this 
Affair 2 If his Deſign be honourabie, he knows I can 
be of no manner of uſe to him, 'tis quite out of my 
way; and if he has any other ]houghts of her, be has 
lels Seuſe than I imagin'd he had ——— But who have 
we here! my old Acquaintance, and former Neigh- 
bour, Gooty Buſy / 

G. Buſy. Bleſs me; Mr. Jonathan ! is it you! why 
you are ſtrangely grown; almoſt out of my Know- 
edge. ut lam glad to ſee thee, with all my Heart. 

Jon. U beg your Pardon, but | mult ſalute you, 

G. BA. lis what weare us'd to at Chriſtenings. 
w— ray let it go round. | 

Jon. With all my Hcart. [ Kiſſes the reſt, 

G. Crfl. A picuty civil young Man truly. I have 
known ſome ſqueamiſh ill bred Fellows, refuſe to do 
their Duty by a Woman, becauſe ſhe was in Years. 

G. Buſy, But where haſt been all this while; and 
what Buſineſs doſt follow? 

Jon. As you ſee, | ſerve a Gefftleman, 

G. Buſy, Are you Married? 

Jon. My Maſter is a ſingle Man, and won't keep 
any Body that Is married in his Family, 

G. Buſy. 


«KJ 
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G. Buſy. Ay, Shame take theſe Gentlefolks; they 
would have every body as bad as themfelves. That 
muſt be a ſad Houſe, that has never an honeſt Woman 
in it. 

Jon. We live as they do in moſt Batchelors Families, 
very lovingly, White my Maſter is entertaining the 
Houſe-keeper in his Chamber, I am as civil to the Cook. 
maid in the Garret. 

G. Buſy. O ſad, O fad, what pity it is that young 
Men ſhould ſpend their Time unfruitfully with naugh- 
ty Women; when, were they honeſtly married, they 
might in a lawful way do much good in their Genera- 
tion, If you have any Thoughts of Marriage, I have 
a Widow in my Eye, that would do very well for you, 
She has ſomething to bring you to, and is under Thir- 
ty | aſſure you. While her Husband was in health, ſhe 
brought him a Child every Lear; but I don't know 
how it fell out, he grew weary of her, and, as it is 
luppos'd, thought to have kill'd her with Kindneſs : 
bur as it always happens in thoſe Caſes, he did his own 
Buſineſs inſtead of hers, he fell into a Conſumption— 
and dy'd about a Month ago. 

Fon, No, Goody Buſy, that will never do for me; 
a wanton young Widow for a Wife, and a skittiſh 
Horſe for a.long Journey, are two the moſt trouble- 
ſome things a Man can meet withal. | 

G. Buſy. Perhaps fe would rather have a Maid. 
Truly they are tickliſh things, and I don't much care 
to meddle or make mith them. Bur I do know of a 
Farmer's Daughter, that will fir you to a Hair. Her 
Far'.er is a ſufficient Man, and will ſtock a Farm for 
you. *Tis true, indeed, the has had one Child; tor J 
am a Woman of Integrity, and would not deceive any 
body in theſe Matters for the World. They did not 

marry her ſoon enough. But ſhe'l] make an excellent 
ſtirring Wife, L' warrant her. | | 

Jon. A Maid that has had a Child, is worſe 
than a Widow that's paſt it. I don't like any body 
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that you have propos'd half ſo well as your ſelf, 
6. Buſy. Now out upon you, for an idle Pack. 
Why thou naughty, - wanton, young Knave, what 
wouldſt thou do with me? Heaven help me, I am 
old, and fit for nothing. 

Jon. Let me ask you a few Queſtions, and you'll 
find you are fit for every thing. , 

G. Buſy. Well, come on then. 


AIR L. Canſt thou not weave Bonelace ? 
Jon. Thou canſt do Houſewifs's Mork! 
G. Buſy. Tra, by Lady, that I can, 
Jon. I/'hip and itch with a Ferk ? 
G. Buſy. Tea, as well as any one. 8 
Jon. Can(t thou not bake and brew? 
G. Buſy. Tra, byr Lady, that 1 can, 
Jon. And do the other thing too ? 
G. Buſy. Out, you're naughty :' get you gone. 
Jon. Thou canſt break Jeſts, and fing? 
Tea, byr Lady, that I can, 
Jon. Caper and dance with a Spring? 
G. Buſy, Tea, as well as any one. 


SCENE VI. Welford, Silvia, Jona- 
than, Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, Ec, 


6. Buſy. Come, Neighbours, our Friends at Far- 
mer Welford's expect us. There is ſomething of 
Conſequence to be done; he wouldn't ſend for us for 
nothing. — A Wedding, I hope; old Folks drop off 
apace, bur if the young Ones would Marry, and be in- 
duſtrious, the World might ſtill be increaſing. iy: 
-By honeſt Love alone the World's upheld ; 
Þcath can't deliroy ſo fait, as Love can build. 


SCENE 


1 


—— 
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SCENE VII. Welford, Silvia, and 
Jonathan, hz 


$7], I have obtained my Father's Leave to. receive 
the Letter you have brought. Whether the Contents 
may require or deſerve an Anſwer, I ſhall take Time 
to conſider, I have no more to lay, 


/ 


SCENE III. Welford aud Jonathan. 


. [Silvia gives the: Letter to Welford, who reads 1t.] 
el. See, my Slvia, the Picture of a Mind ſtrug- 
pling between a Senle of Virtue, and the Love of Vice. 
Let he entreats to ſee thee in ſuch Terms, as might 
move weak Minds to pity him. [Gives ber the Letter. 
Sil. If Pity be a Weakneſs, 1 am, ſure, the weakeſt 
of my Sex; but yet 1 fear to ſee him. 8 

Wel. His baſe Attempt on thee, his avow'd Averſi- 
on to Marriage, and the Ruin of the Daughter of that 
honeſt Stranger whom we entertain'd, all ſhew the 
Juſtice of thy Fear. N 

Sil. That Men ſhould know Vice to be an Evil, by 
the Pain it gives, and yet cherith the Monſter that de- 
ſtroys their Peace! 

Wel. 1 have ſworn never to expoſe thee to be again 
inſulted by that licentious Man. Yer I cannot but with 
he had not render'd himſelf utterly unworthy of thee. 
But I have given him up. You ſhall have ample Satis: 
faction for all the Wrongs you have ſuffer'd, 

Sil. If you can entertain a Thought of Vengeance, 
how are you chang'd, my Father! 

Wel. Hereafter thou wilt know me better. 

Sil. Whither have you ſent the Stranger and his 
Wife? whither are you going with the People that 

unn Ls $545 theo 
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you ſent for? O Sir, forgive my Fears. Urg'd by 
your Love for me, you ruſh on to certain Ruin. : 

el. Whatever becomes of me, you are the Care of 
Heaven. Exit. 
Sil. I never knew bim tranſported thus before. He's 
bein to Sir John, and will certainly provoke him to 
is Undoing, Inſtruct me, Heaven, what 1 ſhall 

to ſave him. 


n. When Flere thi had ec 


O gracious Heaven, lend a friendly Ray, 
To guide my Steps, in Darkneſs loſt; 
From Virtue's Precepts never let me fray, 
But guide me ſafely thro* this dreary Coats 
. My Love betray'd, 
My Duty paid, 
A. ſpotleſs Maid," 
BY ET Let me reſign | | 
My uſeleſs Breath, into the Hands of Death 3 
For while I live there is no Grief like mine. 


” * 


s EN E IX. A Room in Sir John's 
Houſe. Sir John reading at a Table. 


"Tis hard a rooted Love to diſpoſſeſs; 
*Tis. hard, but you may do it ne'ertheleſs. 
In this your Safety does conſiſt alone: 
If poſſible, or not, it muſt be done. 


A Poem on a Dwarf! what ſtrange ſtuff is here! Hey 
ho! — This Welford's Daughter has taken ſo ſtrong 
hold of my Mind, that Books are uſeleſs to me. | Lays 
aſide the Book. } O Silvia, Silvia ! thou haſt roo 
ſtrongly pofleſs'd my Heart, ever to be diſlodg'd. — 
The Poſſeſſion of other Beauties only fires my Imagi- 
nation with choſe Joys thou alone art capable to im- 
Part. — 1 have made thee an ungrateful Return to a 
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Hey I ſhiver, and I burn, 
rong I triumph, and I mourn, 
Lays |; [ faint, I die, 
too Until I fly 3 
.— Her Poſſion to reurn; 
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diſintereſted Paſſion, and made thee ſuffer for what 1 
ought to adore thee. — That Virtue which I cndea- 
voured to ſubdue, has made me Captive; and I know 
not if the Grace of Beauty, or the moſt ſhining Orna- 
ment of thy Sex, influences moſt, [ have 
wrong'd thee, and am — unjuſt. But I'll acknow- 
ledge and repair my Fault. 


; Euter Jonathan, 
Jon. Sir, I have deliver'd your Letter. 

Sir Jobn, And what Anſwer ? a 
Jon. Her Eyes deliver'd the Greater Part; but her 
Tongue ſaid it requir'd none. | 

Str John, Ha! — Whither am I going? — whi- 
ther, bur to Silvia; the lovely, mournful Silvia; is 
implore her Pardon, to expel her Griefs, to vow eter - 
nal Love, eternal Truth, 


AIR LII. Draw, Cupid, draw. 
Reign, Silvia, Reign ; ET 
The Rebel quits bis Arms + 
Your Power's compleat, 
And I ſubmii 
To your vittorious Charms. 
The pleafing Pain, 
The gentle Chain 
"That conflant Hearts unite, 
Such Joy beſtows, ' . © © 
| That Freedom knows 
No ſuch fincere Delight, 


r 
The mighty Foy will be, 
And Love's keen Dart, 
Fixt in my Heart, 
Prove that of Death to mes 
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SCENE X. Jonathan, and Betty. 


| Betty, How, Jonatban here! This Fool loves me 


however. I'll divert my ſelf, by teazing him. 
So Sir. | | 
is Fon. So Madam. | 

Bet. Captain, methinks you look very ſcurvily af. 
) ter your laſt Defeat. | | 


| | Jon. Now I think you look like a Dealer in Second- 
hand Goods, who having outſtood your Market, re- 
pents, and wou'd fain be turning the Penny at any 
rate. | 
| . Betty, Ha, ha, how vex'd he is! but it would fret 
any Man, who going with flying Colours to take Poſ- 
\ —_— of a Fort, ſhould find the Gates ſhut againſt 
| N m. 3 EE IDE 
| Jon. Now you want to be-attack'd, only for an 
4 Excuſe to ſurrender. But you may keep your totter- 
ing Tenement till. it tumbles about your Ears, for Jo- 
0 nathan. Y | 25 


0 | Betty. Poor Fellow! I ſee he's horrible uneafy. But 

| what Woman can deny herſelf the Pleaſure of tyranni- 
| | ting, when ſhe has it in her Power? To be ſure, 
$4 Jonathan, you can' never forget your laſt Diſappoint- 
| ment. | 


1 AIR LIU. There was a Knight was drunk with Wine, 


l He ſeiz'd the Laſs, trembling all Ger, 
IR On florming bent, no doubt, Sir 
| But ſhe flipt herſelf within the Door, 
# | And the Fool was ſhut without, Sir. 


— 


Jon] 


- Web 


Jon. But ſoon repents ſhe eber ſaid Nay, 


Jon. But ſhe that wou'd not when ſhe may, 


But fince that Slut's coming Pm left and unlone, 
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And finds berſelf the Fool, Sir. | 
For ſhe that wou'd not when ſh: may, 
She ſhall not when ſhe wou d, Sir, |\ Goingy 
Betty, But Jonathan, Jonathan. "Ys 
Jon. But ſhe that wou'd not when ſhe may, 


Ihe ſhall not wben ſhe wou'd, Sir. 
Betty. Sure you be'nt in Earneſt, 


| She jhall not when he mou'd, Sir. 
SCENE XI. Betty. 


Betty, O the ,impudent, pert, conceited Puppy! 
to leave me before he has had me ! why k: worſe 


than Sir Jobn. I am like to have a fine time on't tru- 
ly, between 'em both ! 


AIR LIV. The Sun was juſt ſetting. 


How kind was I used, eber this Lettice came here! 
But to be refus'd, ſure no Woman can bear. 
By the Maſter forſaken, Im ſcorn'd by the Man; 
How was 1 miflaken in truſting Sir John? 
| For be kiſsd me, I grumbl'd, 

He preſs'd me, I flumbhd, 

He puſb'd me, I tumbPd, 

But ſtill be puſb'd on, 


But ſince, &c. a 
But if 1 don't plague bim for ſerving me ſo, 
May I be worſe tumbPd, worſe puſh'd, and 
worſe zumbl'd. | 
here - ever, ie. ever 1 go. 


G SCENE 


r 


SCENE XII. Another Room in Sir 
John's Houſe, Sir John, Timothy, 
Floughſhare, and Dorothy. 


Str John. Perhaps it mayn't be agreeable to the La- 
dy, to be expos'd to gratify your Curioſity. 

Tim, Sir, the Happineſs of our Lives depends on 
_— our Child, And, as we are inform'd, ſhe is 
nere. 


SCENE XIII. Sir John, Timothy, 
Ploughſhare, Dorothy, and Lettice 
ſinging, 1 | 


Tet. My Father, Mother, and Ploughſhere here ! 
What will become of 'me |. | | 
Sir Jobn Stay, Child, wh ither are you going? 

Let, O dear, dear Sir | 

Tim, Ay, here ſhe is; and no doubt bur all the 
reſt we have been told is as true. 

Plough. Ah Lettice, Lettice, what have you been 
doing? You've ſpun a fine Thread truly. We {hall 
have the whole Variſh ring of you ſhortly. 

Tim. O Child, you'll break my Heart. 

Dor. Will (he ? but Pl] break her Neck firſt, 

Let. O dcar Sir John, ſave me, ſave me, or I ſhall 
be torn to Pieces. | 

Plough. How fine the Slut is! and how familiar 
with the Jultice.! 5 

Dor. Ay. ay, *tis certainly ſo. O you impudent 
Carrion, I'll be the Death of you. 

Tim. To find my Girl ruin'd, is worfc than never 
to have found her at all. 1 
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All R LV. Hear me weep and wail. 
Welcome, endleſs Grief. | 
Farewell my Gooſe and Sheers for ever, ever. 
Can I find Relief? No, never, never. 
For Grief. from Shame aviſing, 
New Pain is: flill deviſing 
All Arts muſt fail, ; 
Diſtraction prevail. 
My Brain tis now ſurpriging — prizing. 


Sir Jobn. Friends, have Patience. What's paft 
can't be recaild, but l'm ready to make you any Sa- 
tisfaction that's in my Power. | 
— Dor, Look ye, Sir, you have utterly ruin'd the 
Wench. The Blame and Shame muſt now fall all 
upon her own Head; whereas, had ſhe been married, 
you know *twould have fall'n upon her Husband's. 

Plou. But who do you think will have her now? 


ATR LVI. Send home my long ſtray'd Eyes. 
Cou'd you return ber true and chaſte, 
I'd meet her with a' Bridegroom's Haſte 3. 
But ſince. from you, ſhe's learn'd ſuch Il, 
To hate ber Spouſe, 
Or arm bis Brows, 
Keep, ber, for me, Sir, keep ber ſtill. 


Let. O dear! what muſt- I do? My Father we. 
break his Heart; my Mother will beat my Brains out? 
and that Monſter, Ned Ploughſhare, will make me thꝰ 
May game of the whole Pariſh. * . 

Plou. Don't call me Monſter: I'm none of your 
Husband : So keep your Tongue to your ſelf. 

Let: I won't; tis all along of you that this has hap- 
pen'd. You always knew Tas | hated you, and yet 
vou would have bad me, whether | would or no. _ 

Dor, Yes, Hully, he would have made an honeſt 

G 2 We- 
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Woman of you; but you muſt be a Gentle woman, 
muſt you? ü 


AIR LVIL A Nymph of the Plain. 
So true, and ſo kind, 
To whate' er you inclin'd, 
To whate'er you inclin'd, 
He had never deny d; 
But with Joy had comply'd, 
To have made you his Wife, 
And obe d all his Life; 
In a manner ſo ſoft. ſo engaging, end ſweet, 
As well might perſwade you bis Paſſion to meets 


Tim, Wife, I never approv'd of your forcing the 
Girl's Inclinations, and now you ſee What it's come to. 
Str Jobn. Friend, you ſeem an honeſt inottenfive 


wrong'd you. 


AIR LVIII. Young Philoret and Calia met. 


Let. Regard my Tears, diſpel my Fears, 
PIl-ne'er offend thee more. 

Tim. The fimple Groom, the Steed being gone, 
So ſhuts the Stable Door. | 

Let. Pity my Pain, Tim. My Pity's vain, 

Let. My Folly I deplore, . 

Tim. Fame that's loft, and Time that's paß, 
» What Power can reſtore ? 

Amb. Fame that's loſt, and Time that's paſt, 

K What Power can reftore t 


Sir Fohn. What good natur'd Man, that was but 

2 Spectator in this Scene, but muſt be mov'd ? 1 

thought, 'till now, the general Love of Women con- 

ſiſtent with Generoſity, Honour, and Humanity. — 

1 Falſe and deſt uctiye Principle ! By this ſingle Act of 
mine, how many innocent Perſons have 1 * 
E 


Man, which aggravates my Remorſe for having 
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The Woman, too = the Eaſineſs with which ſhe 
gave up her Honour, makes her, tho? pitied, yet de- 
lpis'd, even by me, the Author of her Ruin. 


SCENE XIV. b them, Jonathan; 
whiſpers Sir John. 


Sir John. Ha) Silvia, ſaid you? Sure you miftake ! 

Fon, No, Sir; ſbes in the next Room, and delises 
to ſee yo. 

Sir Jobn. Fly then, and conduct her in. — Good 
People, an Affair of Conſequenee obliges me ro beg 
you would leave me for the preſent. - It you pl-ale to 
wait in the next Room, when that's diſpach'd, III. 
fend for you again. "7 | 


SCENE XV. Sir John and Silvia. 


Sir Jobn. She's here; whom moſt I wiſh to ſee; 
and yet, ſuch is the Power of Guiit, I dare not look 
upon her. Could I have thought her Sight wou' de- 
ver give me Pain? — But, like a Wretch ' remov'd 
at once from impenetrable Darkneſs, into the quid day 
Blaze, I ficken at the cheerful Light, and fain would + 
ſhun-a Brig hineſs, - that-glads-all Eyes but mine. 

Sil. O Sir | pardon and pity an unhappy Maid: 


Had Heaven requir'd me to have dy'd, to have fhewn + 


my Duty to the beſt of Parents, the Pain had been far 
leſs; but filial Piety commands me to live, and inter- 


pole between your Power, and the Weakneſs- of my 
good, but incens'd Father.” 


AIR LIX. I'm Ormond the Brave. 
Tour heauvieft Reſentment, ab! let me, Tei me bear. 
In Prty T0 bis Age, ”my revered” Fat ſuare 2 
Foil Van and all you can init, I will ver ſhun; 
But when J think that he may bc, for ie ed e, 
und one:. 


Ob, ob | SCEN R. 


1 
„ LE 23F 
1 


rin 


sCENE XVI Si Jobn, Silvia, 


and Weltord. 


Welf. O Silvia? Never, ill now, had I Cauſe to 
bluſh fos any Act of thine. — Riſe, nor offer that 
\ Incenſe to an Idol, which Heaven alone is worthy of, 
and which. were be not loſt to Shame, as wel: as Ho- 
nour, he muſt bluſh to receive. | | 
Sil. Condemn me not: Can any. Subm ſhon be too 
low * ſave from Ruin ſuch a Parent? Still let me 
kneel. | 
Miel. Heaven, and all that's juſt on Earth, forbid it. 
Sir John. Confounded and amaz'd, l had not Power 
: to raiſe her from the Earth. —— O Silvia! els 
ford !——cou'd you ice my Heart! how deep my Con- 
dri ion! how fincere my Sorrow! you would no long- 
er fear, | To Silvia ] nor you be angry, [To Welford ] 
Vice, in all its genuine Deformities, Ive juſt beheld. 
Virtue, in all its Charms, I fee in you Recewe 
a returning Prodigal to yous Arms; for gie, and make 
me happy. Let the Prieſt, by honourable, holy 
Marriage, give me a juſt Poſſe ſſion of thy Charms, and 
join me to Virtue, and to thee, for ever. 
Sil. | came to beg your Favour for my Father, not 
a Rusband for my AY Vou once thought me mean 
enough to barter my Innocence aud Virtue, for your 
Wealth; ſhould I now content to marry you, might 
it not be juſtly ſuſpected that my former Kelentment 
was not from the Love of Virtue, and Contewpr of 
Riches, but Art.fice, to make the better Terms 2 Virs 
tue is Heaven's beſt Gift: Nor have they more than 
the Appearance af it, who fubmit to the leaſt lmputa- 
tion on their Fame, for Wealth, or Power, or Love, 
more tempting to a generous . Mind. Think it not 
Pride in me, to refuſe an Obligation tu the Man _ 
| woul 


nay, mo nw rare 22. 


buta- 
eve, 
not 
who 


ould 
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would have robb'd me, of all that diſtinguiſh'd* me 
from the vileſt of my Sex. . 
Sir John. To have my Love and Admiration increas d, 
by what gives me Deipair, is a Punilhment (tho? juſt) 
that's inſupportable. 


AR LX. Minuet. 
With Pity, gracious Heaven poſſeſs d, 
Taught Mortals how twould be addreſs'd : 
Celeſtial Fair, | 
O ſooih my Care ! 
And, as my Heaven on Earth 1 view thee; 
Lovely Creature, 
Pride of Nature, | | 
Teach me (like Heaven) how to wooe thes; 


— 


Sil. 1 E pity, and L love the; ⁊yͥ 
Sir John. O charming Sounds! So Heaven 
cheers a deipainng Sinner, with the ſweet Voice of 
Mercy. | : | 
Sil. But Heaven, when. it pardons, appears above 
Reward, by conferring Obligations. Thar. is not in 
my Power. To refule them is, and in that I am 
determined. ——-Farewel, for ever. Lis hard but 
Virtue, Prudence, and my Fame require it. I here- 
fore, fare wel for ever. If your Return to Virtue 
be ſincere, yeu have a Miſtreſs who will neer forſake 
you; but, ever blooming, crown your Days and 
Nights with 8 am Duſt. 7-0 
Sir John. | Falling on Welford's Neck.] O Welford, 
Welfor#! muſt I loſe her > You low'd me once. Is 
there no Remains of Pity left > Can you behold me 
finking, and yer refuſe a friendly Hand to fave me? 


Miel. | Embracing him.] Heaven forbids me not to 
pity, love, and in the Anguith of my Soul, weep o'er 


thee, my now dearer than ever, .tho' tov unhappy von. 
Sir John. Did not you call me Son? O that 1 were! 
. B's. | To 


as a 
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To be your Son, is all the Happineſs my Soul aſpitres 
bw. 
Wel. Too ſoon you'll find that Name includes the 


- worſt of Miſertes, certain [;efpair, <— But, to the 


Bulineſs of my coming. 


SCENE XVII. Sir John, Silvia, 
Weltord, Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, 
Jonathan, Betty, Sc. 


' Wel. Goody Buſy, and the reſt of my Friends who 
came with me, pray, walk in. Now let all-here at- 


tend and witneſs to the Truths I am about to utter; 


and you, unhappy Youth, prepare to bear the -moſt-- 


furprizing Change of Fortune, like a Man. — ou are 


not whom you ſeem, and whom you think your ſef, 


Sir John Freeman, Baronet, and” rightful Poſſeſſor of 
a fair Eſtate, but an innocent Impoſtor, and Uſurper 
of anorher's Right, and my unhappy Son indecd. 
Sil. What can my Father mean! | 
S. Buſy.. This is the ſtrangeſt Story that ever I 
keard of.. | 
Sir John, Welford, to invent a Tale ſo vile, and ſo 
abſurd,” to make me deſpair of Silvia, as being her 
Brother, is unworthy of your good Senſe and former 


Probity. 


Wel. I will not thank you for your Aſſent to the 
Truth of what I affirm. This excellent Lady is not 
my Daughter, but the much wrong'd Angelica Free- 
man, the ſole ſurviving Child of the late Sir John Free- 
man. and Heirefs to his large Eſtate.— I read Won- 
der and Surprize in every Face. You look for 
Proof . —— Goody Birſy, you ſerv'd Sir John Pres- 
man's Lady, and my Wife, as Midwife. 

G. Buſy. That 1 did to be ſure. | 

Wel. How many Children had each? 


G. Buſy. 
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G. Buſy. Two, a Son and a Daughter, I ſhall never 
forget it: they Lay in both times together, and your 
Wife nurs'd both Sir John's Children. 

Wel. All this is true; but was there any thing re- 
— upon the Eody of Sit John's. Son when 

rn? | 

G. Buſy. No, but yours was mark'd under the left 
Breaſt with a bunch of Grapes, the Fruit, Leaves and 
Stalks all in their proper Shape and Colour, as if they 
had been growing on the Vine, WT, | in 

Sir John. [Opening his Breaſt.] Here is the indelible 


Mark, viſible and fair, as when the Scal of Heaven 


impreſt it firſt, to diſtinguiſh the Impoſtor from the 
rightful Heir. | . 
Mel. Too well I know ir. 8 EY 
Sil. If this Gentleman be your Son, how could his 
Birth have been conceal'd ſo long? — | 
Mel. That—— with my own Shame, I am now to 
diſcover, — My Wite, while unmarry'd, attended on 
the Mother of this Lady, then a Virgin, and ſo far 
was ſhe honour'd with her Confidence, that ſhe liv'd 
with her rather as a Sifter or Companion than, a Ser- 
vant; after her Marriage to Sir John, and my Wife's 
to me, the Honour of their Friend{hip was continu*d 
for 1 was happy in Sir John's, as my Wife was in his 
Eady's. — That we had the ſame number of Children, 
and of the ſame Age and Sex, and that my Wife was 
entruſted with the Care ot theirs, you have heard al- 
ready. Soon after the Birth of this Lady, a War 
breaking out, Sir John, who had an honourable Poſt 
in the Army, went for Flanders: I attended him thi- 
cher, and (as I had formerly done) ſerv'd under hin. as 
a Voluntier. — in this our Abſence, a Fever made 
dreadful Ravage in this part of the Country. Of it 
dy'd Sir John's Lady, and quickly after bis Son, (who 
was then at my Houſe) and my Daughter, — Mx 
Wife taking the Advantage of the Lady's. Death, and 
eur Abſence, reported, that the Son who dy'd was 


ours; 


s 8 TTL VITA; o 


ours; and the ſurviving one (truly ours) was Sir 


John's. Our Daughter who dy'd was bury'd as his; 
and his, this Lady; was reputed- and educared as our 


own Ihe Fraud was never ſo much as ſufpected by: 


Sir John, nor any other Perſon, my ſeif — 
L indeed, by Obſervations, which none elſe had op- 
portunity to make, ſoon found it out, and charg'd my 
Wife with it; ſhe confeſs'd'it; and to my Shame pre- 


vaiPd upon me to conceal what I could never approve. 


be dy'd before Sir John, and never liv'd to ſee 
her Son poſſeſs'd of the Honour and Wealth, which 
ſhe by ſuch wicked Means had endea voui'd to pro- 
cure for him Thro' Heav'n's Mercy I hope ſhe reſts 
in Peace. But what have been my. Tortures e'er ſince 
I conſented to conceal the guilty Secret! —Stung 
hourly with-Remorſe; 1 attempted to do her Juſtice 
and conceal my Shame, by effecting a Marriage be» 
tween her and my Son; but Heaven, that refus d the 
imperfect Satisfaction, and condemn'd the Fraud, has, 
you ſee, made vain the fond Attempt, nor would ſuf . 
fer her to receive that as another's Gift, which is her 
own proper Right: | 
Sir John: And long may (fie enjoy it. have not 
ſo ill profited by her bright Example, as to repine at 
a Change of Fortune, ſo. juſt, and ſo much to the Ad- 


vantage of this wondrous Pattern of all that's excellent 


in Womankind. | 
Sil. Your Juſlice, and the Moderation of your Son; 
affects me more than theſe unthought of, undeſired 
Riches :- can I ever forget your morc than paternal 
Kindneſs and Aſtection? 
Mel. Spare me the Confufion, that your Guodneſs 
gives me; look nor fo tenderly, nor fpeak ſo kindiy, 
bur treat me as your Injuries and my Crimes deſerve. 
Sil. The Crime was another's —Your former Tei 


derneſs and preſent Juſtice, tho? to the Diſadvantage 


of your Son, is all your own. If you forſake me 
now, I am indeed an Orphan — Riches have Snares, 


and 


— 


ntage 
e me 
nares, 

and 
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and Youth without a Guide is expos'd to many Dan- 
gers — he ſtill my Father. * | 

wel. Thy own worthy Father, were he living, could 
never love thee more. — But to be thy rather is im- 
poſſible. 


Sil. This is your Son, — Let me be his, and you are 
ſtill my Father. 


Sir John. Do l indeed behold her heavenly Face, 
all clad in Smiles, and kindiy bent on me? Do | in- 
deed hear her harmonious Voice pronounce me hap- 
Þy ?— Or does my flattering Fancy, to tooth Deſpair, 
form Images that have. no real Exiitence ? | 

Mel. Bleis her, bleſs her, Heaven! and. as you-have 
made her the belt, make her the happieſt of her Sex. 
— Never did I taſte joys fincere till. now. 

Sil. This ſurprizing Diſcovery unmade, — had I 
conſented to have been yours, — the Difintereſtedneſs 
of my Love and Virtue could never have been known. 
—— Heaven has made our Buty and our Intereſt one. 
I may now without Reproach give my Hand, where 
before I had given my Heart. 
[Betty Meeps. 


| Jon. What. in Tears, Bezty'! | 
Betty. What have I loſt for want of reflecting ſoon- 


er? l'd rather have that Lady's Virtue, than her Beau- 
and Eſtate. . = | 


Jon. I oor Girl. Why this is to have it, I re- 
member on à certain Occaſion l made you a Promiſe 


af Marriage, if you think it worth claiming, give me 


your Hand. 


Betty. There it is; if you can forget what's paſt, you 
ſhall have no Reaſon to complain of my Conduct for 
the future. | | 


z 


AIR 
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AIR IXI. Ah how ſweet's the cooling Breeze. 
Sir Jon. Oh how ſweet, Sta 


All over Charms, 
| To blejs my Arms, 
Thy generons Virtue all Pice defeating. 
Si - All compleat and pure's my Joy, 
Without Alloy; | | 
With Tranſport unuſual my Boſom is beats 
ing. ä „ * 


Sir John. Deareſi Treaſure ! 
Sil. O Joy beyond meaſure! 
Sir Ihn. . This truly is Pleaſure. 
| Ye Follies adieu. 
Bech. © Deareſt! - 
„ All compleat and pures my Joy, 


Without Alloy; 
With Tranſport unuſual my Boſom is bear- 


ing. 
Sil. | Love gently firing, 
| Rs And ſoftly inſpiring. 
Sir John. Panting, deſiring, I'll Virtus pur ſue. 
Boch. Oh Deareſt! | 


All cormpleat and pure's my Jo 
„ͤ og ang 7 
White Hours approach, and the black are 

— raxeating. 


6. Buſy. Ay, this is as it ſhould be— I could even 
cry for ſoy, to ſee that there is ſo much honeſt Love 
left in the World. x 

Sir John. Reclaim'd by your Virtue, and reſtored 
to Fortune by your Generoſity, I hope you'll take it 
as a Proof of my Sincerity, that I confeſs my ſelf con- 
cern'd for the Diſtzeſs brought upon an honeſt Man 
and his Family by my Folly. | 

Sil. Your Concern is juſt and generous, like the Man 
I hope ever to find you but have I given my ſelf to 

: you, 


r 


* 
e. 
= 
— 


- 


GH 


Joy, 


ck are 


d even 
t Love 


eſtored 
take it 
f con- 
ſt Man 


he Man 
y {elf io 


you, 


The CovnTzsy Byntat. ns 
you, 8 Fortune ? All is yoursz diſpoſe of it 
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Sir Jobn. Jonathan, fend Lettie and her Friends 
«hither, O Madam, the longeſt Life wou's be toe 
hort to pay my Obligation. . 
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SCENE. XVIII. ir John, Silvia 
Welford, Goody Buſy, dlaey Cote 


Sc. Timothy, Lettice, Dorothy, Oc. 


Sir John. Unhappy Girl, I wiſt-it was in my Power 
to make you ample Satisfaction for the Injury l've done 
you; but ſince that is impoſſible, 1 will ſettle fome« 
thing on your Father, in Truſt for you, that., mana» 
ged with Prudence, may ſecure you from the Fears 
of Poverty, the Rock on which you ſplit before. 
You, Sir, | hope, will continue with us. — The Farm 
lately Tenanted by my Father, with your Conſent, 
Madam, I beſtow on this honeſt Man, for the Purpo- 
ſes before mentionſeſs ] 
Sil. And may it anſwer your Intentions, which if it 
does, we may hereafter give em farther Proofs of our 
Regard for their Welfare. * 
Tim. Dor. Let. Heaven bleſs you both. 
Sir. John, Lettice, as | ſhall neverſee you more, take 
this Advice with you. — Keep this Lady's Example in 
view, and you may yet excell in Virtue many of your 
Sex, who having never err'd in the manner you have 
done, look on your Fault as unpardonable, == Nor 
ſhall you, Betty, or Jonathan, be forgot. * 
Jon. Sir, if you approve of it, Betty and I have re · 
ſolved to take one another for better for wWorſ. 
Sir John. That l do approve it, you ſhall find by 
the handſome, Proviſion Il make for yu. 
Mel. Son, not foreſceing this happy Event, 1 ſent fo 
the Tenants to attend, * upon making the Diſcove- 
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1 chey might be ready to 0 pay their Duties to this La: 
" ot of her Eſtate. 

Sir John. Madam, What think you of i — . 

in, e of the general r — 
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Gul Gb. Such Virtue  oſſeſſs 1g, 113 


8 Iutludes ed 'ry Bleſſing, / 


Ev'ry Bleſſing, 
Dar mortal State can —_ 


Wa... Luck bright Example ſing, 222 


2 15 Lach gew'rous Sol inſpiring, 
| . lInuſpiring, 
; | a We ven the World belies” 


1 Plough. With Pleaſure while we gaze, 

2 > __* Trahsform'd, our Souls we raiſe, 

Ter Virtue bebheld the Mind renews, 

Tim. So the Sun, for ever bright, 8 
Communicutes his Light, 

i nene And aderns v Objec? that he 
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CHORUS: 


Since Truth te the Mind her own Likeneſs reflects, 
Makes known our Defects, makes known our Defetts,, 
2 * Truth to the Mind her ouin' Likeneſs NY 
Let none the juſt Mirror deſpiſe, © 
"What Virtue ſo bright but Re rium Improves, N 

Or Folly ſo ſtubborn, but what it "removes? 
Refleft, be happy, and wiſe. © FI 
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you, and not my Fottune ? All is yours; diſpoſe of ic 
s you pleaſe. .| 18 i 1 ie 15 
Sir Jobn. Jonathan, ſend Letrice and her Friends 
; chither:— O Madam, the longeſt Life wou'd be toe 
ſhort ro pay my Obligation. . 


SCENE, XVIII. Sir. John, Silvia, 
Welford, Goody Buſy, Goody Coſtive, 
Sc. Timothy, Lettice, Dorothy, &c. 


Sir John. Unhappy Girl, I wiſh it was in my Power 
to make you ample Satisfaction for the Injury I've done 
you; bur ſince that is impoſſible, I will ſettle fome- 
thing on your Father, in Truſt for you, that, .mana- 
ged with Prudence, may fecure you from the Fears 
of Poverty, the Rock on which you ſplit before. — 
You, Sir, I hope, will continue with us. — The Farm 
lately Tenanted by my Father, with your Conſent, 
Madam, | beſtow on this honeſt Man, for the Purpo- 
ſes before-mentioned. | 
Sil. And may it anſwer your Intentions, Which if it 
does, we may hereafter give em farther Proofs of our 
Regard for their Welfare. F 
Tim. Dor. Let. Heaven bleſs you both. 
Sir John, Lettice, as | (hall never ſee you more, take 
this Advice with you. — Keep this Lady's Example in 
view, and you may yet excel] in Virtue many of your 
Sex, who having never err'd in the manner you have 
done, look on your Fault as unpardonable. — Nor 
ſhall you, Betty, or Jonathan, be forgot. 5 
Jon. Sir, if you approve of it, Betty and I have re- 
ſolved to take one another for better for worſe. 
Sir John. That l do approve it, you ſhall find by 
the handſome Proviſion I'll make for you. 
Mel. Son, not foreſecing this happy Event, I ſent fo 
the Tenants to attend, way upon making the Diſcove- 


ry 
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ty they might be ready to pay their Duties co this L | 


dy, upon her taking Poſleſſion of her Eſtate. 
Sir John. Madam, ; what think you of j inviting 'en. 
in, to partake of the general Joy? 
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AIR ILXII. Dutch Skipper; 


Gaff. Gabb. Such Virtue poſſe Ving, : - 
| aer ev ) bleſſing, 
Ev'ry Bi. ag, 
Our mortal State can knows : 


oe” Sach bright Examples firine, 

3 Zach gen” rous Soul inſpiring, | 
Inſpiring, 
We ſcorn the World below, 


Plough” With Pleaſure while we gaze, 
Transform®d, our Souls we raiſe, 
| For Virtue beheld the Mind renews, 
Tim. So the Sun, for ever bright, 
+ Communicates his Light, 
. And adorns every Object that he 
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CHORUS. 


Since Truth to the Mind her own Likensſs refleſts, 
Makes known our Defects, makes known our Defect; 
Since Truth to the Mind her own Likeneſs reflects, 
Let none the juſt Mirror deſpiſe. —— 
Mhat Virtue ſo bright but Reflection improves, ' 
Or Folly ſo ſtubborn, but what it removes? 
Reflect, be happy, and wiſe. = 
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